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Mufic charms the raviſh'd ſoul — - 


Ma chere amie, my charming fair = 
My days have been ſo wond'rous free . 
My heart from my boſom wou'd fly 5 
Me be one poor ſlave brought into Barbado | 
My mither ſhe makes fic a din „5 
Me! love fox Henry to conceal ' =» — 
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Noa the bluft'ring Boreas blows - — 
5 . No more l'Il court the town bred fair N 
itt No ſport to the chaſe can compare - 
# Now driving thro' Highgate 0 ou 
5 Not long before the cloſe of day - 
. 5 0 
f O flowing fountain ſhould'ſt thou e'er - 
l: O fortune how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded 
t One ammer's eve when Luna's beam 
1 Ou: tts e to work in clay began es 
{ Of ail {-nfartions pity brings - Ss 
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Tis wine alone can baniſh care * 
* g * 


INDEX. 

a . a I > Page. 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay 9353 
"Twas in the good ſhip Rover „ 
The twins of Latona ſo kind to my boon 5 50- 
'Tis ſaid we venturous die, hards - 63. e 
The ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun the day 68 x 
To hear a ſweet goldfinches ſonnet _ - 69 

he tuneſul lavrocks Cheer the grove 8 
he heavy hours are almoſt paſt 5 3 
he wind blew a blaſt from the northward .- 
ell me not, Sweet, I am unkind - 81, 
here was 2a miller's daughter — . 
ime, thou ſoft'ner of each grief — 90 
his, this my lad's a ſoldier” s life =_ 92 
hough toſs'd amid the ocean's bed „F 
he night was ſtill, the air ſerene =» „ 97, 
Tis archery alone I fing 8 8 106 
he ſable-clad curtain's undrawn 118 
Twas near a ſea- beat rock reclin d 1 
he ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow. , 119 
he day is departed, and round from the cloud 122 
he roſe had been waſh'd - - 127 
he dear poſſeſſor of my heart 8 133 
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hough prudence will 4 75 cry. ug - 138. 
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The wind blew hard, the ſea ran hig 146 
his life is like a troubled ſea =» - 167 
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The ſtreamlet that low'd round her cot o 179 


he winds whiſtled ſhrilly = - 180 
Though the muſes ne' er ſmile - "+ SHS 
he main with darkneſs mantled o'er „„ 
he midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles „„ 
The wind was huſh'd, the ſtorm was over 195 
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at is beauty but a flower — - ' $2 
Vhen firſt Maria ſmil'd on me - - 23 
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viii. | INDEX. 


When firſt I ſaw the village maiden - 
When Night her ſable curtain drew N 
While Strephon thus you teaze mee 
When darkling tempeſts threaten wide 
When through the woods the hunters trace 
When firſt I came to London town 
When Arthur firſt in court began 
When firſt I began, fir, to ogle the ladies. 
With the ſun I riſe at morn — — 
Whither my love, ah! whither art thou gone! 
When the fancy flirring bowl . - 
When firſt I was inlifted - 75 
While o'er the bleeding corpſe of OY 
When I was at home I was merry and friſky 
When Delia on the plain appears - 
What ſhould ſailors do on ſhore 1 
What though from Venus Cupid ſprung = 


When cold indifference chills the breaſt = 


When rural lads 132—When Jack parted from 142 


What thof I be a country clown 
When Britain firſt at heaven's command 
Why ſteals from my boſom that figh - 
When on Cleora's form I gaze - - 


When love hath charm'd the virgins ear — 


Were Nancy but a rural maid — 
When ſpring diſpenſing ſweets around - 
While high the foaming ſurges riſe © +» 
When firſt I ſought your heart to move - 


When liv'd with my grannum - 9 


When the anchor's weigh'd - - 
Why, don't you know me by my ſcars - 


Wou' d you hear a ſad ftory of woe - 


When ſixteen years I had attain'd _ 
We Bipeds made up of frail clay = 
Y 


Young Lubin was as blithe a lad RT 
Young Damon met me in the grove — 
Ye birds, for whom I rear'd the grove - 
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SONGST. R's MISCELLANY, 
„ LINNET's NEST. | 
A Linnet's neft, with anxious care, 
Young Strephon one day found me, 


When inſtantly the plunder'd pair, 
With cries came flutt'ring round me; 


And is it thus, cries 1, unkind, 


You'd raiſe compaſſion in me? _ 


Hence, cruel, hence—unleſs you find 


Some better way to win me; =: 


Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, | 
My love for you as wrought me, 


1 practiſe but that cruelty, n LE 


You have ſo often taught me. 
If thus the linnet, and his mate, 
Can raiſe compaſſion in you; 
No more unkindneſs intimate, 
But let your Strephon join you. 
This ſaid, like lightning, back he flew, 
The moſly neſt reſtoring 3 | - 
The linnets kept their young in view, 
No more their loſs deploring: 
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Meni-while this act, ſo ſweet, fo kind; 

 Had'rais'd affections in me; 

And Strephon was well pleas'd to find 
This certain way to Win me. 


THE FADED BOUQUET. 
| AH! roſe forgive-the-hand ſevere, 


Where bow'd with many a pearly tear, 
Thy widow'd partner droops its head ; 
And thou ſweet violet modeſt flow'r, _ 
O take my fad relenting figh, - 
Nor ſtain the breaſt whoſe glowing pow'r 
With too much fondneſs Lid thee thee die. 


Sweet lilly, had I never gaz d 
With rapture on your gentle form, 

Vou might have dy'd, unknown, unprais'd— 
The victim of ſome ruthleſs ſtorm. 

Where fickle Love his altar rears, 

__ Your little bells had learnt. to wave, 

Or fadly gem'd with kindred tears, 

Had deck'd fome hapleſs maiden's grave. 


Inconſtant woodhine, wherefore rove, . 

Sage gadding pew. about my bow'r, 
hy, with my darkling myrt wove, 

In bold 3 mo 555 5 pow'r : 

Why quit thy native ore Eur, | 
.T'o flaunt thy buds, thy odours fling, 

And dly greet the paſſing air, 

__ Onerv'ry wanton zephyr”: 5 wing ? 95 
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That match thee from thy ſcented bed, 


1 


ed, 


Let 


Ince all x gh lovely, ſoon or 


T7 11 ] 3 12 8 [| n 

et, yet · repine not, the? ſtern Fate = -- 

Hath nip'd thy leaves of e e 
ate, 


Shall fick ming fade; and die like you, | . [| 3 
e fire of youth; the froſt of age, | _ 
Nor Wiſdom's voice, nor Beauty's bloom, 


inſatiate tyrant can affuage, - 9 
Or ſtop the hand that ſeal'd your doom. =_ 
HIS WORLD Is SURE A PACK OF CARDS, i 
"HIS world is ſure a pack of cards, Wil 
Such ſhuffling and ſuch dealing, | Til 
DW Fortune frowns, and now rewards, 1 
We're winning, or we're miling=- -:;;-; - - 
many knaves are in the pack, . il 


That 'ſpite of clubs they beat us; 
d as odd tricks they never lack, 
"Tis evident they cheat us. 


'Then as the maxim is, it ſeems, 
To play our cards quite knowing— , al 
Let us, my boys, purſue theſe ſchemes, . * 
It is the game that's going. . i 
- Sttephos with fair Chloe plays, MW 
le has deſigns upon her, ge | 1 


d well I know, fore many days, — . . = 

Vi ſurely take her honour; : | = 

! giddy fair, why not foreſee, 1 

is motive was to Win you i 

lince 'tis ſo, why you and he 
luſt patt ners now continue. 


Then as the maxim, Kc. A _ 
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The rich and poor, tis all the ſame, 
They both alike are playing, 
'The onl diff rence 45—the game, 
And ſometimes in— the paying : 
The poor a little commerce want, 
And cribbage is their pleaſ ure; 
But hazard is the rich one's point, 


With which they riſk their treaſure. 
Then ſince the maxim, 5 


How many win! how many loſe! 
How many wiſh for court cards ! 
How many a good hand abuſe ! 
How many love to ſport cards! 
But none with diamonds ever parts, 
For they are always famous, | 
And never fail in winning hearts 
No matter what the game is. 


Then ſince the maxim, 


n 


THE WOODMAN. 


Pe 


TAY traveller, tarry here to dicht, 
The rain yet beats, the wind is loud, 
The moon has too withdrawn her light, 


And gone to fleep behind a cloud : 


Us is ſev'n long miles acroſs the moor, 
And ſhou'd yon chance to go aſtray, 
| You'll meet, I fear, nd friendly. door, 


Nor foul to tell che wand Wax. 


C > ww» £23 
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Come; deareſt Kate, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger fhall partake our beſt, 


A cake and raſher be his fare, 


With ale that makes the weary bleſt : * 


Approach the hearth, there take a place, 


And till the hour of reſt draws nigh, 
Of Robin Hood and Chevy-Chace 

We'll ſing— then to our pallets hie. 3 
Had I the means I'd uſe you well, 3 

Tis little T have got to boaſt; Eu 


Yet ſhou'd you of this cottage tell, 
Say, Hal, the woodman, was TO Kol 


GENTLE ANNA's LOVE. 7 


JMPREST with every fond defire, 
My troubled mind has ſtrove 
To check the thought that dare aſpire, 
To gentle Anna's love. ; 


But reaſon cannot love reſtrain, 
And vain my efforts prove; 


My heart {till fondly longs to gain 


Its gentle Anna's love. 


IN PRAISE OF ALE, 


SINCE * is ſo good, and its flavour ſo ſtrong, 
I think, my dear friend, that our ſeribblers N 


are wron 


| To make r the theme of their lays; 


"ne exalt their wit in ſuch paltry ſtuff's _ 
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Cor blew the wind, no gleam of 41 


$2 
ſing to the praiſe of right tipple—ſee here, 
Ne brandy ſo ſtrong, nor no amber ſo clear; 
Your wine and your Nantz I ne'er covet to ſee, 


And punch I deſpiſe—this 1s nectar to me. 
| Should any French tyrant again take the pains 


To make us fabmit to his church and his chains, 
I'd tell him in plain he'd get nothing by't, 
Since we drink good ale, and for liberty fight. 
And ſo to conclude, here is to thee my boy, 

This, this is my glory, my wiſh, and my joy; 
Your wine and your Nantz I ne'er covet to ſee, 


And punch I n is nectar ta me. 
SWEET ELLEN, SORROW's CHILD. 


LEP & 


When Ellen left her 8 
And brav'd the horrors of the night, 
O' er dreary wilds to roam : 00” 
The lovely maid had late been gay, 5 
When Hare, and Pleaſure ſmil'd; £7 71 67 
But now, alas! to Grief a Prey 5 
Was Ellen, Sorrow” s child. 


She long was William's promis'd wide, 
But ah! how ſad a doom, 

The gentle youth in Beauty's pride, 
Was ſummons'd td the tmn! 


No more thgſe joys ſhall Ellen ewe. . 


Which many an hour beguil 
From morn to eve ſhe mourns her bers. TY | 
"_ Ellen, Sorrow 8 n. es bark, | 
With 


Nith | 


„ 


With falt ring ſtep away ſhe hies, 


O'er William's grave to weep, 
For Ellen there with tears and lighs, 
Her watch would often keep : 


The pitying angel ſaw her woe, 


And came with aſpect mild 
Thy tears ſhall now no longer flow, 
Sweet Ellen, Sorrow's child. 


Thy plaintive notes were heard abort 
Where thou ſhalt ſoon find reſt, of 

Again thou ſhalt behold thy love, 
And be for ever bleſt : 

Ah! can ſuch blifs be mine, ſhe cry'd, 

With voice and looks ſo wild. 

Then ſunk upon the earth and * — 
Sweet Ellen, Sorrow” schild. | 


' DEAR OBJECT OF Each FOND DESIRE, 


DEAR object of each ſond deſire, 
Why aſk the limits of a fire, + 
Whoſe 8880 ſhall retain a heat, 


Till Life's laft pulſe ſhall ceaſe-to beat. 


Tho” Time more rapid takes his flight, 
When e'er you bleſs my raviſh'd fight; 
Vet ftill he leaves behind ſome trace, 
To teſtify a new-born grace. 

On the fair record of the breaſt 
Theſe virtues truly are impreſt; 


They live, to Delia's i e juſt, 
Like trophies round : nota buſt ; . 


[ 6 J 

Then ceaſe, my deareſt, to inquire 

The limits of Affection's fire; | 
Unleſs you wiſh to know the date, 
Then Life ſhall ſtoop to conqu'ring Fate, 


THE UNION OF BACCHUS AND VENUS. 


1M a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore, 
And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour; 
And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of fires; 
Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
My bottle and laſs I by turns muſt enfold ; 
For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


When fill'd to the fair, the briſk bumper I hold, 

Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold; 

The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, 

If good port fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty 8 the 
toa 

Andthe 8 of your girlm more angelic will be, 


3 If her ſofa's encircled with wreaths from his | 


tree ; * 
For the {ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoul, 
O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl; 
Bliss reflected from either will ſend to my ) 7 heart 
Ten thouſand ſweet joys which they can't have 
| apart: | 
Go 


3 1 1 

Go try it ye ſmiling and gay looking throng, 

And yourhearts ſhallin uniform beat tomy ſong, 

That the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can 
prove 5 


| Ts of e gay god, and the goddeſs of flove 


THE TOPSAIL FILLS, 


HB top topſail fills, the waving bark unmoors, 
Adieu, dear iſle, I fly thy charming ſhore, 

Where oft, alas! attention fondly ſtrove 

In Delia's heart to trace her Henry's love. 


Go gentle gale, ah! waft'my parting ſighs, 
Fraught with the anguiſh, of a heart that dies; 
Breathe all the ſorrows of a ſad adieu, 


Then ſwiftly ſpeed me from the ſyren's view. 


And thou ſweet ſoother, whoſe reſponſive rain 

Returns each ſigh and echoes every pain, 

O bear this poignant pang, theſe pangy: of wild 
_ deſpair, | 


And ſoftly figh them to the cruel fair, 7 


TOM AND SUSAN, 
85 the fleet quipp'd for failing, the ſigna! 


appears, 
Tom kiſſes his Suſan, then ſad on board ſteers, 


She Cries, Tom, farewel love, prove conſtant 


to Sue— 
Tou $ heart 3 is ſo full he can ſearce ſay adieu: 
Big And 


% 
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5 „ 
And 8 from his dear native So 
He thanks (cruel thought) he may ne er ice her 


more?: | 
This heart-fel refleftion drives peace from his 


He ſighs for 55 Suſan and end: left Tkind, * 2A 


Poor Tom's rous?d from thought by the boat- 
WT ſwam's loud cry, . 5 
2 Each man to his ſtation, the enemy we foy;” 
And now gannons rattie, the ſmoke veils the ſun, 
So deſperate on both fides, they fire gun for gun; 
Tom views, his brave meſlmates beltrew'd 0 'er 
\ he deck, 7 7 a 
His once gallant ſhip now appears a mere wreck; 
Loud ſcreams, big with hoiror, reſound 0 er 
the main, 
Some ſhouting for victory, _ crying! with 
pain. 


The Britiſh tars conquer, then a they 

: Beers. 

The reward of their hard-carn'd victory to 

0 „mare; 

Poor Tom tho” depriv'd in the fight of an arm, 

His mind's {till undaurted, his heart with love: | 

uvm; [| 

When firſt ſet on whore ſwiſt he haſtens to Sue, | 
- Receives the ſad kiſs, he laſt gave with adieu: - 
She views her maim' d hero, and as their tears | 

4 Thanks Fate that preferv'd ham eln Death's | 

1 cextes blow. - | 


Now mark well the ſequel, his ee regard 
For his valour, loſt limb, behold his reward 
Poor wretch forc'd towander the whole kingdom 
Ger, ] 
And beg for ſubſiſtence at each ama door; 
At length ſtruck wich famine, ſome ditch is his | 
grave, 
Unnotic'd, aopity'd, Mp dies Tom the brave: 
Bluſh, bluſh you in pow'r, while truth J relate, 
Tom” 8 the firſt failor doom'd to this hard 
* 


MUSIC CHARMS THE RAVISH'D SOUL, | 


MEE charms the raviſh'd foul, _ 
Ev'ry paſſion can controul ;. 4 
Sounds, though rais'd by human art, 

Can ſtrike the ear and touch the heart. 


Why ſhould love and wine, a bleſſing 

So divine, with words unhallow'd, dare profane; BB 
Muſe deſcend, and © defend, 3 
From rude hands, the ſacred ſtrain. .-; 


THE LOVELY BLUE-EY'D MAID. 


THIS: morn young Cyril on yon” plain, 
With falt'ring accents ſaid, 8 


Kill not your lover with diſdain, 


Thon lovely blue-ey'd maid.” 
By Nature's hand with charms array'd, 
Sweet lovely blue-ey'd maid, 


B 6 | ” 4. | 
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How oft Pye try'd to ſpeak my mind, 
| But ſtill you fled the glade; 
He not to Cyril now unkind, 

T hou lovely blue-gy'd maid. 


By Nature's hand, Ke. 


The poor youth's fighs prevail'd at laſt, 
And I his love repaid; 

| * Give me your hand,” he cry'd in haſte, 
Thou lovely blue-ey'd maid.” 


POOR SILLY FAN. 


HE fields were gay, and ſweet the hay, 
_=_ Our gipſeys fat upon the graſs, 
Both lad and laſs by you were fed 
= '1was all to cheat poor ſilly Fan. 


Whene'er we meet, with kiſſes ſweet, 
Wich ſpeeches foft you won my heart; . 
The Hawthorn buſh ſhou'd make you blufh, . 
vas there you did ſeduce my heart. 


i O FLOWING FOUNTAIN. 
9 0 Flowing fountain ſhould'ſt thou e'er 

| In ſilver'd wave around her.glide, 
by: thou art ſwell'd by love's fond tear, 
But murmur-not whole eyes ſupply d. 


Or ſhould'ſt thou gentle zephyr 
Eier approach the idol of my heart, 
ren her then, breathe a ſigh fincere, 

500 But 9 not whoſe ſigh chou art. 


— tt b 


By Nature's hand, &c. 
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SOUNDING 


?Tis the tight little maxim to 


„ 
SOUNDING THE BOWL. 


FF a ſailor would not like a lubber appear, 
He muſt very well know how to hand, reef, 
| and ſteer; 

But a better manceuvre*mong{t ſeamen is found, 

Bn how tofound, 

Which a ſailor ſhou'd learn from a bay to a ſhoal, 

But the beſt kind of ſounding, 1s ſounding the 

bowl. 


I've ſounded a- ſhore and I've ſounded at ſea, 

I've ſounded a-weather, I've ſounded a-lee, 

I've ſounded my quine at the rendezvous houſe, 

And I've founded mh purſe without finding a 
ſoule ; 

What then, they've a brother in each honeſt 
ſoul, 


And failors can ne'er want r my the 


bowl. 


| All men try for ſoundings wherever they hers 3 


Your Nabobs for ſouncings try hard in Cape 


Clear ; 


And there is not a ſoul from the devil to the 


Pope, 
That could live but for founding the Cape of 
Good Hope: 


1 Nor fear then, nor danger, our Lenz ſhall 


controul, 
Tho? at ſea we're in lounge ſounding 
the bowl, 
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BE STILL MY HEART. 
BE ſtill my heart, embrace thy chain, 
Nor ftrive for liberty, in vain ; 


For all thy efforts only prove 
How much I feel, how much 1 love. 


The day and night devoid of reſt, 
The anxious fears that fill my breaſt— 
Theſe witneſs to the pow'rs above 
How much I feel, how much I love. 


Then waft her, Zephyrus, my ſighs, 


And tell her, Cupid, through my eyes, 


With what a paſſion long Pye ſtrove 
How much 1 feel, how much I love. 


; 5 BEAUTY. 


— 


1 5 WHAT i is beauty but a flower, 


A roſe that bloſſoms for an hour, 
Cheriſh'd: by the tears of ſpring, 
Fan'd by ev'y zephyr's wing; 
See how ſoon its colour flies, 
Bluſhing, trembles, droops, and dies; 
Age will come with wint'ry face, | 
Ev'ry tranſient joy to chace. 


. Friendſhip's but an empty name, 
Glitt'ring like a vap'riſh flame; 

Youth flies faſt and ſoon decays, 
Bliſs 1s loſt while time delays : 


Deck, O deck, your couch with flow*rs, 


Laugh away the ſportive hours; 
Then fince life's a fleeting day, 
Ah! enjoy-it while you may. 


* . 


* 
Y 
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M 
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WHEN firſt Maria ſmil'd on me, 
How cheerful were my days, 
My boſom glow'd with ecſtaſy, 
Soft joys dwelt in her praile : "BE 
But, ah! the loveſome lay is o'er, 
The tender ſtrain i 15 fled, 5 
That call'd the birds around my bow'r, 
And warbled o'er her head. 


Oft on the turf-rais'd bank ſhe ſung 
The pleaſing theme of loye;* _ 

The notes through ev'ry valley rung. 
Enliven'd every grove: 

But, ah! the loveſome lay is o'er, 
The tender ſtrain is fled, 

That call'd the birds around my bow'r, 

And warbled o'er her head. 


THE REQUEST. 


ELL me babbling echo why 
Lou return me ſigh for ſigh; 
When I of flighted love complain, 
You delight to mock my pain. 


Bold intruder night and day, 


F Buſy tell-tale hence away ; 


Me and my cares in filence leave, 
Come not near me whilſt I grieve. 
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But if my ſwain, in all his charms, 

Returns to bleſs my longing arms, 

PI call thee from thy dark retreat, 
The joyful tidings to repeat. 


Repeat, repeat, repeat thy ſtrain, 
Tell it o'er and o'er again; 
From morn to night prolong the tale, 
Let it ring from vale to 'vale. 
THE CHARMS OF SYLVIA, 

HO fair the virgin lilly blows, 

How fragrant breathes the bluſhing roſe; 
But Sylvia's lips more fragrance yields, 
Than all the bloſſoms of the fields: 
Her eyes outſhine the diamonds blaze, 
Her boſom heav*n itſelf diſplays ; 
In ev Ty feature blooms a charm 
Of pow'r, an hermits breaſt to warm. 


Her voice can raiſe a ſweeter ſtrain 
Than all the warblers of the plain ; 
Her ſmiles can wake deſpair to joy, 
But, ah! her heart is cold and coy : 
Such beauty heav'n could not beſtow, 
Unblefling, and unbleſs'd to glow ; - 
Twas form'd to nouriſh and inſpire 
The tender ſighs of fond deſire. 


SHE Vow'n TO DIE A MAID, 


IN am'rous mood young Strephon long 
Had told a melting tale, 

And tun'd his pipe, and rais'd his ſong 

To Fanny of the vale: 


ty MH 


E 


The blooming Nymph attentive heard 
Whate'er the ſhepherd ſaid, 

And oft as ſeriouſly declar'd, 

She vow'd to die a maid. 


The ardent youth is ſuit to gain, 
And all her fears remove, 


Said, 


© That ſuch vows were held in vain 


« By Jupiter and love ;” 


Then alp her hand, and look'd, and figh” d, 


And ev'ry art diſplay'd, 
Yet ſtill ſhe jeeringly reply'd, 
She vow'd to die a maid.” 
The church in view, acroſs the mead, 
He pointed to the place; | 
The fair one let him gently lead, 
And ſoon ſaid Hymen's grace : 
With ſparkling eyes ſhe view'd the were 
And laughingly ſhe ſaid, | 
6 *Tis your fault if my vow remain, 
Jo let me die a maid.” 


' DEAR IMAGE OF THE MAID I LOVE, 


DE 


AR image of the maid I love, 


Whoſe charms you bring to view, 


In abſence ſome delight I feel,- 


By 


gazing ſtill on you: 


Debar'd her ſight by tyrant pow'r, 
How wretched ſhould I be, 
But that I cheer each lonely hour 


By gazing ſtill on thee, | 


1 
it, i 


= 1 
1 
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Oh! could I call this fair one mine, 
What rapture ſhou'd I feel; , 

Oh! cou'd 1 preſs that form divine, 
Each hour my bliſs wou'd ſeal : 

But, ah! depriv'd of all her charms, 
My ſoul can find no reſt; © 5 

And ſhou'd ſhe bleſs another” s arms, 
Deſpair wou'd fill my breaſt, 


DIALDGUE BETWEEN ADONIS AND VENUS. © 
WHEN ſerjeant Belſwagger, that maſculine 


brute 
One day had been drinking to ſwear a recruit, 
He kiſs'd you, I ſaw him, or elſe may I die, 
And you, cruel Maudlin, ne'er once cry'd O fie! 
Again when the '(quire had come home from | 
the chace, | 
You receiv'd him, O gods, with a ſmile on 
your face; 5 
Henceforth, then, my ſheep harum ſkarum may 
run, 
For Maudlin is faithleſs, and I am undone. 
Ah, Joe you're a good one; one day in my 
place 
My huſband at home 1 was forc'd to ſend 
Grace: | 
1 know for a truth, which you cannot gainſay, 
' You touzled her well on a cock of new No 
ay. 


y. 
7. 


Tho' all the devils roar abroad, 


* 1 ; 
Nay, ſwore you'd be her” and, what is worls 


yet, 
That you only loy'd me juſt for what you 
could get; | 


As for charms then, I ne'er will believe I have 


One, 


For Joey is is faithleſs, and I am dos, 


Will you know then the truth on't? I towz'd } 
her I own, | | 
Though , rather by half would have let it | 
alone; 

But I did it to ſee if you jealous wack prove, 
For that people ſay is a ſure ſign of love. 
And for me, if the ſquire faid ſoft things in 
my ear, | 

J ſuffer'd it, thinking he'd call for ſtrong beerz 
And as to the ſerſeant, tis always a rule, 
One had better be kiſsꝰd than be e a 
fool. | 


TIE UNDAUNTED SAILOR. 


Bron Boreas blow, thy ſurly wind 
May make the billows foam and roar; 
Thou bried'f no fear in valiant minds 

For ſpight of thee we'll find a ſhore : 
Then cheer my hearts, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the gun room clear, 


We've ſea roam ae never er fear 
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dee how ſhe toſſes up, how far, 


i 


E he mounting topmaſt touch'd a ftar; 
0 he meteors blaz'd as through the clouds we 
We came, 

And, ſalamander like, we live in flame: 
| But now we go, ſee, ſee, we go 
3 | To the deepeſt ſhades below; 
Alas! where are we now, or who can tell? 7 
ure *tis the loweſt room in hell, 
a Or. where the ſea gods dwell, 
WE With them we'll live and reign, . 
And fing and dance amain, 
| ik But ſee, ſee we mount again, 
[it Still tho? flaſhes of light'ning and tempeſt of 

X i +4 | rain 
boo fiercely contend which ſhall conquer the air, 
Wi 1& Tho” the captain his pray'r doth luſtily ſwear, 
4 And the ſeas are on fire by the demons of the 

air: | 
Ut We drink and defy the mad ſpirits that fly 


From the deep to the ſky, 
| [| And fing, No? loud thunder ſhou'd betlow, k 


For F ate will ſtill have a rich birth for the brave, 
And neꝰ er make his grave of a ſalt water Waves. 
Noa ſailor's too honeſt a fellow. | 
CEST U ON NE. vol ä 
1 Paris as in London, 
Vice thrives, and Virtue's undone; ; 
| Errors, paſſions, want of truth, 
| Foy. in age as well as youth, 
Are things by no means rare; 
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But honeſt uſurers, friends ſincere, 


And judges with their conſcience clear. 
C'eſt qu'on ne volt guere. 


In Paris all things vary, 

Sixteen and ſixty marry; 

Men preſuming on their purſe, 
Heirs with their eſtates at nurſe, 
Are things by no means rare : 


But doctors who refuſe a fee, 1 
And wives and huſbands who agree, _ xz 
C'eſt qu'on ne voit guere. =_ 
In Paris idle paſſion - 
And folly lead the faſhion ; 
Attention paid to ſhow and dreſs, 
Modeſt merit in diftreſs, 
Are things by no means rare: 


But friendſhip in ſarcaſtic ſneers, | 
And honeſty 1 in widow's tears, 
C'eſt qu'on ne voit guere. 


THE TINKER, 
Actinker I am, 
My name's Natty Sam, 
From morn to night I trudge it; 
So low is my fate, 
My perſonal eſtate 
Lies all within this budget. 


Work for the tinker ho! good wives, 
For they are lads of mettle— 


*Twere well if you could mend your lives, 
As I can mend a kettle, 


ET - 
3% 
H. 
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The man of war, 
The man of the bar, 
| Phepficions, prieſts, free hinkers; 
That rove up and down 


Great London town, 
What are they all but tinkers ? 
, Work for the tinker, "2 


Thoſe "ron the great 
Wöbo tinker the ſtate, 
And badger the minority, 
| Pray what's the end + 
| i Of their work, my friend, 
But to rivet a majority? 
| yn for the tinker, &e, 


This mends his name, 
That cobbles his fame, 
That tinkers his reputation: | 5 
| And thus, had I time, 
I could prove in my rhyme, 
Jolly tinkers of all the nation. 
7 Work for the tinker, ce. 


THE SPARKLING GLASS.” 


CROWN. me Bacchus, mighty god, 
The victory is thine, 

Cupid's bow yields to thy rod, 

And love ſubmits to wine. 


Lobe, 


True to 


Hang 


The lo. 


The 
Ve cou 
By p. 
dee in | 
Wife, 
e mal 


While 


o Neve 
The 
Vorn o. 


Jeeks 


. 
Love, the dream of idle boys, 
That makes the ſage an aſs; 
Love cannot vie with thoſe ſweet joys 
That crown the ſparkling glaſs. 
To plunge in care let lovers whine, : 
Such fools who will be, may ; 
ood fellows glaſs in hand combine, 
To drive pale care away. 
ith grief of heart, how many a boy 
Goes mad to pleaſe fome lafs ! 
Ve too go mad, but tis with joy, 
Fir'd by the ſparkling glaſs. 
ow many dangle on a tree 
Who buckle to Eove's tether 3 
True to our honeſt purpoſe we 
Hang too, but tis together. 


{he lover numbers, by his ſighs, f 

The moments as they paſs; 

e count them in a way more wiſe, 

By putting round the glaſs. 

dee in his cage the lover ſing, 
Wife, children, ſquall ſonorus 3. - 

e make the air and glaſſes. r ing, 

While ſinging Freedom's chorus. - 

o never ſhall preſumptuous love 

The joys of wine-furpalſs ;_ | _ 

Vorn out by bickerings, even Jove 

veeks Bacchus and his glaſs, 
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1 
WED AN HONEST SAILOR. 


THAT girl who fain would chuſe a mate, | I © 
Should ne'er in fondneſs fail her, 


May thank her lucky ſtars if Fate O 
Should ſplice her to a ſailor. Whe 
He braves the ſtorm, the battle's heat, By 
The yellow boys to nail her; But v 
Diamonds, if diamonds ſhe could eat, Th 
Would ſeek her honeſt ſailor. | ; 
If ſhe'd be conſtant, ſtill his heart b 
She's ſure will never fail her; 
For, though a thouſand leagues apart, 
Still faithful is her ſailor. TIER * 
| | | | | ar 
If ſhe be falſe, ſtill he is kind, | When 
And abſent does bewail her; Ane 
Her truſting, as he truſts the wind, When 
Still faithleſs to the ſailor. Wit 
A butcher can procure her prog, Yet eo 
Three-threads to drink a taylor Unt 
What's that to biſcuit and to grog; | 
Procur'd her by her ſailor. | _ | 
| | e f 


She who would ſuch a mate refuſe, 
The devil ſure muſt ail her: | 
Search round, and, if you're wiſe, you'll chu r- © 
To wed an honeſt ſailor, ee 
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THE NEGLECTED TAR, 


J Sing the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, 
A theme renown'd in ſtory ; 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, 
Oh! 'tis your boaſt and glory. 
When mad-brain'd war ſpreads death ad, 
By them you are protetted ; 
But when in peace the nation's found, 
Theſe bulwarks are neglected. 
Then O] protect the hardy tar, 
Be mindful of his merit; 
And when again you're plung'd in war, 
He'll ſhew his daring ſpint. . 


When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; | 

When lightning darts, when thunders roll, 
And al his wild commotion : 

When the bark on the white top'd waves, 
With boiſt'rous ſweep is rolling; 

Vet coolly ſtill the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidſt the howling. 

Then oh! protect, &e. 


hen deep immers'd in ſulph'rous ſmoke, - 
He feels a glowing pleaſure ; 

e loads his gun, or cracks his joke, 
Elated beyond meaſure : | 
ho? fore and aft the-blood-ſtain'd deck, 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear; 
Or ſhould the veſlel float a wreck, 

The ſailor knows no fear. 


hu 


T 


ut 


C  Thenoh! xc. 


a ap L n 
— — Sy, A F 5 
o oe OTE FO ie, r 
5 8 r Py Ie. 
8 of EE 2 oi 


1 
2 
. = wy 


1 34 ] 
When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
Where ſcorching beams aſſail him 
When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 
And food and water fail him: 
Then oft he dreams of Britain? s ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning— 
They call the watch —his rapture's 0'er— 


He fighs, but ſcorns complaining. 
Then oh! protect, &c. 


Or burning on n that noxious coaſt, 
Where Death ſo oft befriends him; 
Or pinch'd by. hoary Greenland's froſt,” 
True courage ftill attends him; 
No clime can this eradicate, 
He glories in annoyance, 
He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of Fate, 
And bids Srim Death defiance. 
Then oh! protect, &c. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fears, 
In peace be then neglected? 
Behold him moving long the piers, _ 

Pale, meagre, and dejected: 
Behold him begging for employ, - 

Behold him diſregarded ; 
Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 

And ſay, Are tars rewarded? _ 

Then oh! protect, &c 


10 them your deareſt rights you owe, 
In peace then would you ſtarve them? 

What ſay ye Britain's ſons—Oh ! no, 
Protect them aud preſerve them: 


# 


Sh 


C. 
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Shield them from poverty and pains 
Tis policy to do it; | 

Or when grim war ſhall come again, 


on Britons you may rue it! 
Then ch! protect, xc. 


THE VILLAGE MAIDEN, 
WHEN firſt I ſaw the village maiden, 


Like Cymon, motionleſs I ſtood, 


"Twas Iphigenia's ſelf a ing, 
80 — beautiful, td ood ;. 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip'ning ae." 
Her ſmiles'would baniſh mortals? woes 
So ſweet the village maiden. - 


Clariſſa's eyes, all eyes e 
Her breath Arabian ſpices feign; 

For her, like ore, re Avarice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain: 

I told my love with many fears, | 

Which the retarn'd with ſpeaking tears— 
Then ſigh'd the village maiden. | 


She ſigh'd becauſe ſhe had no riches, 

To make her lady-like and gay ; 
Tho? virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd to name the wedding day. 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, 
I ſhall be rich and envied ſure, 

To gain the village maiden, 
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LOVELY. POLLY. : na © 


r 
+ 44 


nth love is yoid n 
Plain, failing to his port—the heart, 

"He knows no jealous folly ; 

*Tis hard enough at ſea to war 

With boiſt' rous elements that jar 

All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough chat far from ſight of ſhore, 

Clouds frown and angry billows roar, 
Still he is briſk and jolly; _ 

And while ſurrounded by his mates, 

Her health he drinks, anticipates. 

The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


Should thunder on th' horizon preſs, 

Mocking our ſignal of diſtreſs, 
E'en then dull Melancholy 

Vainly intrudes—he braves the din, 

In hopes to find a calm—within 

The 8 arms of Polly. 


NOTHING BUT SPITE. 


THO! my mother and aunt will j Jeer and will 
taunt, 
And fay that my deli too free ; 


prevail, 
It has no effect upon me. 


While 


They may cenſure and rail, yet Wy never 


1 37 ] 


While Time's on the wing, I Will laugh, and. 
will ſingg 
Vouth's the Jeaſon; for mirth and 8 307 
They have each had their day, have * 
merry and gay 3 
So all that they fay is mere ſpits...” a 


Like the birds i in the e _” are r 
love, 
And ſweetly FX ans ev ry ear; 5 "I 
I will join in the lay, or like lambkins will = 
And with rapture each moment will cheer. 
Young Colin he ſues, I can hardly refuſe, - 
He's ſo pleaſing from morning to night; 
Aunt ſays, he's a cheat, all his courtſhip's deceit, 
Yet. I know all ſhe ſays is but ſpite, * ES 


Yet with prudence i in mind no harm T ſhall find, 
And I always will be on my guard 
Not all of his art ſhall vex my gay heart, 
And to break it he'II find 'tis too hard: 2 
Should he promiſe with truth he 2 05 wed, the 
dear youth - 
I certainly never could lebt; "ON 
I cannot deny, but moſt ſurely. 383 
To: refufe would be nothing, but r. 9 1 7 


R — 


PT. ͤ VST 
THO! Bacchus may boaſt of. his carg-killing 


bowl, 
And folly in thou N e revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas] has no charm for the fouls 


When ſofter devotion the ſenſes i invite: 21 
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| | Poc 
Ing the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 7 

tion oblivious a balm may beſtow ; She 
But to 42 ncy that feeds on the charms of the fair, 4 


The death of Reflection's the birth of all woe. ¶ In] 


What ſoul that's poſſeſs'd of a dream ſo divine, J 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? | Oh 
For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine, 1 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun: | Thi 

| Each change and exceſs hath through life been 1 
my doom, But 

And well can I "ſpeak of its joys and its life; 4 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, Wh 
But Love's the true ſun-ſhine that —_— / 


our life. ju F 

Come DP. roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my 8 
2 - Sh 

The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, &« | 

And — 5 from thy myrtle one leaf i in my « 

| W « 

| "Then deep will I drink of the neftar divine c 

Nor &er, jolly god, from thy banquet FE: 

remove; ; 

But each tube of my heart ever thick for the | .. - 

wine 

] 

That's mellow d by Friendſhi e 5 

by Love. 4 . 

 WERTER's Cos r. An 


| Wage g Night her ſable curtain drew, 
| And ſcatter'd darkneſs o'er the plains, 


3 2 . un 


11 
Poor Charlotte from her home withdrew, 
To weep o'er Werter's dear remains: 
She to his ſacred tomb drew near, 
And mourn'd his ſad untimely end; 
In pity ſhed the tender tear, 
For her much- lov'd departed friend. 


Oh! Werter! Werter! Charlotte cry'd, 
Had we each other ſooner ſeen, 

Thou would'ſt not in deſpair have dy'd, 
For thine alone I ſhould have been: 


But heav'n otherwiſe ordain'd, 


And thou, alas! art now no more; 
Whilſt I on earth am yet detain'd, 
And ſhall, till death, thy fate deplore. 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, array'd in white, 
Stood Werter's ghoſt before her eyes; 
She trembling view'd the awful ſight, 

That fill'd her ſoul with dread ſurpriſe :— 
« Unhappy fair, the ſpirit ſaid, _ | 
c Thy fighs forbear, thy ſorrows ceaſe ; 

« And tears for me no longer ſhed, 
«© Who now enjoy eternal peace.“ 


« Thou too, like me, wilt ſoon be bleſt 
« With laſting joy and true delight, 
© Where nought can e'er thy bliſs moleſt:? 
It bow'd, then vaniſh'd from her ſight. 
With downcaſt look and folemn pace, 
Poor Charlotte homeward bent her way; 
And ne'er again approach'd the place, 
Where Werter's hallow'd relics lay. 
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I Haike a bonny Scottiſh lad, 


e 
T CANNO' LAIKE YE, GENTLE SIR. 


1 Canno' laike ye, gentle ſir, 
Altho' a laird ye be, 5 


Wha brought me fra Dundee. 


Haud away with Jamie, | 
I gang d along wi free gude 1 
He's a' the world to me. * 


Iſe gang'd wi Jamie fra Dundee, | 
To cheer the laneſome way ; 
His cheeks are ruddy o'er wi halth, 
He's frolic as the May. 12 85 gy” 
Haud away, &c. 
The lav Tock mounts to hail the morn, 
The lintwhite ſwells her throat: 
But neither are ſa ſweet, ſa clear, 
As Jamie 8 tunefu note. 
Haud away, &c. 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


WHILE Strephon thus yon teaze me, | 
To ſay what won my heart, 


It cannot ſure be treaſon 


If I the truth 1 impart : a+ 
It was your gen'rous nature, 

Bold, ſoft, tincere, and gay, | 
It ſhone in ev*ry feature, 

And "FT my heart away. 


4 ] 
Twas not your ſmile, tho? charming, ; 
"Twas not your eyes, tho” bright, 
"Twas not your bloom, tho? warming, 
Nor Beauty's dazzling light; N 
No— it was your gen'rous nature, . 
Bold, ſoft, fincere, and gay, 
It ſhone in ev'ry feature, 
And ſtole my heart away. 


Twas not your dreſs, tho? ſhining, _ 
Nor ſhape that won my heart, 
*T'was not your tongue combining, 
For that might pleaſe by art; 
No—it was your gen'rous nature, 
Bold, ſoft, lincere, and gay, 

It ſhone in ev'ry feature, 


_ ſtole my heart err 


JAR AND SUE. 


WHEN darkling"tempeſts threaten wide, 
And clouds obſcure each light, 

The moon and ſtars no longer ae 2 
How terrible the night: | 

Now up, now down, now high, now low, 

While lightnings flaſh and winds do blow ; 

What dreadful images appear— _ 

Yet then the ſailor muſt not fear. 

Yet do not mourn, my deareſt SUE, 

Or give thy breaſt alarms; © 

My love and conſtancy to you, +. | | 

| Shall ſave me from all harm: . 

G 5 EC 2 


+ 08-1 
Tho? thunders roll and lightnings fly, 
And billows toſs the veſſels high; 
Tho' dreadful images appear, 6 
Thy Jack ſhall think on thee, my dear.. 


Perhaps the tempeſt ſoon may ceaſe, 
And morning beam with light, 

And halcyon days of love and peace, 
Shall crown. us with delight. 

Safe wafted to my native ſhore, 

My faithful Sue to meet once more; 


Each proſpect then my heart would cheer, 


When bleſs'd with thee, my only dear. 


2 A NEW HUNTING, so . 


HEN through the woods the hunters trace 
The nimble hart or hare, 
Fond echo joins the noble chace, 
And vocal makes the air. 
The opening hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the morning dew. 
From hills and dales the cries reſound, 
While mellow ſounds the horn ; 
Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, 
And rapture cheers the morn. 


The opening hounds the game purkue, '4 


And bruſh away the ſparkling 


ew. 


1 


Its ſpeed no longer tries; 


At length o'er talen, the trembling prey 


Fear 


Fea 


1 
Fear all his courage takes away, 
And ſoon the victim dies. 
The hunters then the bowl purſue, 
And all their ſongs of joy renew. 


JOCKEY IS A PRETTY LA. 


P' OTHER day, *twas in a mead, 
Young Jockey came to me, 
Between us there it was agreed, . 
That I his bride ſhould be; 
Sweetly me he did careſs, 
And ſaid I was his pride 
Pleas'd I was, yet mult confeſs, 
I thought I ſhould have dy'd. 
Jockey is a pretty lad, &c. 


There's none ſo blithe as he 
When he's near my heart is glad, 
Oh he's the lad for me; | 
Next day Jockey to me ſaid, 
Dear Jenny ſhall we wed ? 
« Oh dear,” faid I, I am afraid” — 
Poor youth he hung his head ; 
All his with was to be wed, 
He would not be deny'd— 
Pleas'd was I, but muſt confeſs, 
J thought I ſhould have dy'd. 
Jockey is a pretty lad, &c 


Yeſterday to church we went, 
And there we join'd our hands— 
We neither ſhall, I hope, repent, 
Tho? faſt in Hymen's bands: 


[- 44 ] 

Had you ſeen us go to church, 
He laughing, while I cry'd—' 

Had he left me in the lurch, 

i I'm ſure I ſhould have dy'd! 


— 


1 Jockey is a pretty lad, Kc. 
SPARKLE LIKE THE BOWL. 
1 FILL high the bowl, an ample tide, 
l love to ſee it foaming wide; 
The cheerful bumper then diſplay, 
Drink to the friendly and the gay : 
Drink will exhilirate the ſoul, 
And make wit ſparkle like the foul 
4 Like Bacchus, round my temples twine | 
The cluſters of the juicy vine; 
Pour in the claret, *twill impart 
1 New raptures to the drinker's heart ; 
Twill then exhilirate the ſoul, 
| And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


[Let Love and Bacchus both unite, -  / 
Each join'd, affords ſupreme delight ; $6 
2 bumper and a kiſs inſpire - 5 
he mind with mirth and fond defires 8 
| Poch will exhilirate the ſoul, 


And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


3 he gods themſelves to drink incline, 15 
ectar is punch infus'd with wine 

ſpiring mirth, and love, and joy, 55 1 
uch raptures which can never clop:: | | TH 
Drink will extylirate the ſoul, _ OY, 
Ind make wit E like the. bowl. 3 bo 
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[ 48: 1 
POOR TOM; OR, THE SAILOR's ' EPITAPH, 


HERE, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 
The darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For Death has broach'd him to: 
His form was of the manlieſt my, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone at. 0. 1 


Tom never from his word departed, dae 
His virtues were ſo rare, 
His friends were many, and true Watte 4 
His Poll was kind and fair: 5 
And then he'd ſing ſo blithe and jolly, 
Ah! many's the time and oft; 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft, |, l 


Vet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When he, who all commands, hes re ae 
Shall give, to "call life's crew together, N 
The word to pipe all hands. 
Thus Death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
In vain Tom's life has doff'd; 2058 
For, though his body's under hatches, FA 
His _ 18 5 gone aloft; * e He 29% 


LA. FEVRE: 11 70 10 6 5 fs 
HE orig mild, the fields I00k'd gays | 


The ſhepherds tun'd their cheerful lay 5 
And 
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| And ſadly mingles groan with groan. 


UC @ 1] 
And Nature's felf did reſt at eaſe, 
For all the earth look'd love and peace. 


But, ah! what notes are theſe ſalute mine ear, 


La Fevre, poor La Fevre, tis I hear, 

With broken accents bleſſing now his ſon, 
And liſping forth, my race is nearly run; 

I go, my ſon, I now approach the ſhore _ 
Where thy lov'd mother has juſt reach'd before. 


There we ſhall meet, and join our pleaſing tale, 


To watch thy ſteps, to guard thee from all ill; 
There with {weet peace thy filal love will own, 
And ſay with pleaſure, thou art indeed our ſon : 
He ſigh'd, and with a fad and laſt adieu, 
Bade him farewel I leave the world and you. 


green, e 
The village nymphs with weeping eyes are ſeen; 
They ſtrew the ſod with many a lovely flow'r, 
And breathe ſweet friendſhip in this hapleſs hour: 
Tho” friendſhip can in part the ſoul relieve, 


Now ofer his tomb, that's deck'd with Cypreſs 


Tis heav'n alone muſt ſtay the ſigh to heave. 


. How COLD IT IS. 
Now the bluſring Boreas blows, 

See all the waters round are froze; 
The trees that ſkirt the dreary plain, 
All day a murm'ring cry maintain ; 
The-trembling foreſt hears their moan, 


e 


How 


1 


How diſmal all from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Heaven defend the poor diſtreſt; 
Such is the tale 
On hill and vale, 
Each traveller may behold it is; 
While low and high 
Are heard to cry, 
Bleſs my heart, how cold it 1s. 


Humanity, delightful tale ! 
While we feel the winter gale, 
May the high peer, in ermin'd coat, 
Incline the ear to Sorrow's note; 
And where with Mis'ry's weight oppreſt, 
A fellow fits a ſhiv*ring gueſt, 
Full ample let his bounty flow, 
To ſoothe the boſom chill'd by woe 3 
In town or vale, 
Where'er the tale 
Of real grief unfolded is, 
O may he give 
The means to live, 
To thoſe who know how cold 3 it is. 


* 


Perchance ſome warrior, blind and lam'd, - 
Some dauntleſs tar, for Britain eee en 1 


Conſider theſe, for thee they bore 

The loſs of limbs, and ſuffer d more; 
O paſs them not, or if you do, 
III figh to think they fought for you. 
Go pity all, but bove the reſt, 

The ſoldier, or the tar diftre; 


1 


Thro' Winter's reign 
Relieve their pain, 

For what they've done ſure bold i it is; ; 
Their wants ſupply, |. 
Whene'er they cry, 

"Bleſs my heart, how cold it is. 


And now ye ſluggards, ſloths, and beaus, 


Who dread the breath that Winter blows, mb: 


Purſue the conduct of a friend, 
Who never found it yet offend ; 
While Winter deals its froſt np; 


| Go face the air and beat the ground, 


With cheerful ſpirits exerciſe, 
Tis there Health's balmy bleſiing lies: ; 
On hill or dale, _ 
Tho' ſharp the gale, 
And frozen you behold it is— 
The blood ſhall glow, 
And ſweetly flow, 
And you'll ne'er cry, how cold it is. 


_ THE BRIDEGROOQM. 


5 AWAY, let naught to love diſpleaſing, | 


My Winifreda, move thy fear; 
Let naught delay the heavenly bleſſing, 


Nor ſqueamiſh pride nor gloomy care: 


What tho“ no grants of royal donors, 
With pompous titles grace our blood; 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial honours, 

And to be noble we'l be Seo. 


„ 


For we will live a life of reaſon , — 


19 

What though from Fortune's laviſh * . 
No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs, , 

We'll find within. our pittance plenty, 1 
And be content without exceſs; 1 

Still ſhall. each kind returning ſeaſon, : FH 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; | 


And that's the only life to ve ; 


Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 3 
Shall ſweetly ſound where'er/*tis ys ; £8 


And all the great ones much ſhall wonder, | [8 | 
How they admire ſuch little folk: | 
Through youth and age, in love excelling. 1 
We'll hand in hand together tread; | 1 


Sweet ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, f 
And babes, ſweet ſmiling” babes, our bed. 1 


How ſhould I love the, retty creatures, | 
Whilſt round n my knees they fondly. elung; | 
To ſee them look,” their mother's features 8 
To hear them liſp their mother's tongue: : 
And when with envy time tranſported, 
Shall think to rob us of our joys; 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 


And I go wooing in my boys. 
AN ENGLISHMAN MAY TURN, May TY 


AN Engliſhman may turn, ma 7 veer, 
Nor from each drift of pa on; 
Whim or caprice more ſafely leer, 


Than any other nation. ; 
CHORUS, 


1 
I CHORUS, 
But in his heart a compaſs fair, 
The veſſel of the owner 
Guides ſafely, for the needle there 
Points to the magnet honour. 


An Engliſhman he has no pow'r, 
To feign or put diſguiſe on; 
May gloomy look, dull, grave, and low'r, 
Juſt like his own horizon. e 
But in his heart a compaſs fair, &c. 


| oc ORAN IS NO MORE. 
JN vain to me the hours of care, 
When ev'ry daily toil is oder; 
In my ſad heart no hopes I find, 
For Oran 1s, alas ! no more. 
Nor ſunny Africa could pleaſe, _ 
Nor friends upon my native ſhore 3 
To me the dreary world's a cave, 
For Oran is, alas! no more, 
In bow'rs of bliſs, beyond the moon, 
The white man ſays, his ſorrow's o'er ; 
And comforts me with ſoothing hope, 
Tho? Oran is, alas! no more. 


O come then, meſſenger of Death, 
Convey me to the ſtarry ſhore, 

Where I may meet with my true-love, | 
And never part with Oran more. J'LL 


WHAT 


4 


1 51 A | 
WHAT Is THAT TO YOU. 


HEN firſt I came to London town, 
A buck I needs muſt be ; 

[ knock'd each crazy watchman down, 

O! G's, who but me: 

Around the garden then I rov'd, 

Each bloflom to purſue ; 

And every midnight pleaſure prov'd— 
But what is that to you? 

My daddy's purſe ſupply'd with caſh, 
Which flew like chaff away ; 

I thought it then no more than traſh, 
So that I could be gay : 

Pimps, whores, and bullies, ſhar'd * fre, 
A very jovial crew); 


My land I fold: to get me more. bg 


And what is that-to you ? ; 1 


My land Pve fold, and I've no more, n 
And all my friends are flown; 


Nor buck, nor blood, nor pimp, nor doe 


My poverty will own: 
Diſconſolate paſs crit al 


With miſery in view ;— - 
Ye bucks and bloods attend my org, 


And mind what *tis ye do, 
DAMON. 


1 cull the ſweets of ev'ry mead, 


And twine a wreath for Damon 5 bead, 
That 


„„ 
That youth ſo gen'rous, kind, and free, 


4 For vows of faith oft pledg'd to me. 1 HE 
* At eve he drives his herd to fold, 5 Sw 
q And I fond tales of love am told ; _ b 
1 And if his glances meet my eye, | And : 
b My love-fraught boſom heaves a *_ 1 * 
| | Tho? envied by each beauteous fair, 1-2 ſweete 
8 Still Damon is my love and care: » | *TWa 
i. With him at Hymen's ſhrine I'd bow, J, | 
| | Andi ſeal the lover's tender ne OT OT res 
4 THE AMBROSIAL, B FOWL. doo * 
"Tis wine alone can baniſh care,' „ The rol 
And haſte the buſy mind to reſt; 1 Upor 
Diſpel the phantom of deſpair, be BY 
And ſoothe the lover's chrobbing breaſt. Dear 
The balmy dew of Laura's lip, gaz'd 
A cordial ſweet is to my foul; . [With 
But ſweeter is the dew I ſip Pond lc 
From this ambroſial ſparkling bowl: I Her 
When quafling deep the genꝰ rous em 
In vain my friend ſays, © let's away; Had 
When thro? my brain 7 ft viſions . Ps mu 
"Tis roſy Bacchus bids me ftay, _ Swe 
Then crown the goblet to the brink, Pe pos 
Invoke the ever-tuneful Nine ? I Atte 
Like ſons of Bacchus let us drink, et Fe 


And ER friendſhip with we wine. I As! 
POLLY | 


123 J 
POLLY OF THE GREEN, * 
IHE morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay 
Sweet muſic fill'd the grove; 1 
Pright beam'd the cheerful god of day, 
And fill'd each breaſt with love. | 
The lark attun'd his ſong on enn 
I All nature blithe WS 
\ ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply, 
Twas Polly of the green. 


[y oaten pipe beneath the th ade, 

I tun'd to mirth and lee ; 3 

he ſtood and liſten'd while I play'd, 
What charms I then did ſee: 
[he roſy bluſh' which decks the morn, 
Upon her cheek was ſeen; © 
The graces did her form adorn, + 

Dear Polly of the green. 


gaz'd, the ſmil'd, I ſmil'd again, 
With infinite delight; | 
ond love I found in ev'ry vein, - 
Her form fo charm'd my 3 :: 

0 maid that ever I beheld, 

Had ſuch a graceful mien; 

o much ſhe ev'ry one excell'd 
Sweet Polly of the green. 


Ve pow'rs who rule the realms above, 4 
Attend my ardent pray'r; 

et Polly to my wiſhes prove, 
As kind as ſhe is fair: 


* 


O! Venus 


„ 


O! Venus to my ſuit incline, Ble 
As thou art Beauty's queen, \ 
And let the charming maid be mine— | 


Dear Polly of the green. 190 To 
A FAVORITE GLEE, | 
| WHEN Arthur firſt in court began He 
To wear long hanging ſleeves, 

He entertain'd three ſerving men, . 
And all of them were thieves. F Th 
'The firſt he was an Iriſhman, T1 { all 2 
The ſecond was a Scot, 85 | We 
The third he was a Welchmanz We ſi 
And all were knaves, I wot. [ And x 
The Iriſhman lov'd N And f 
The Scot lov'd ale call'd b ue-cap | An 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted Ge If ho 
And made his mouth a mouſe-trap. "RY 
Uſquebaugh burnt the. Iriſhman, We v. 
The Scot was drown'd in ale: 1 


The Welcman had like to've been choak'd Ble 
with a mouſe, 
But he pull d her out by the tail. 


NW No 
| WE FLOWING CAN. | > 
A Sailer s life's a life of woe, 

He works now late, now early, Or 
| Now up and down, now to and ys, : 
. then hg takes It 1 


le 


( 5s 1 
Bleſ with a ſmiling can of 5 
If duty call, . ooh 
Stand, rife, or. fall, 
To Fate's laſt verge he'll jog; 
The cadge to weigh, 
'The ſheets belay, 
He does it with a wiſn; 
To heave the lead, 
| Or to cat-head, 
The -pond'rous anchor fiſh : 
For while the grog goes MC” 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man 
We ſing a little, and laugh a little, 
And work a little, and ſwear a little, 
And fiddle a little, and foot it a little, 
And twig the flowing can. 


If howling winds, and roaring ſeas, 
Give proof of coming danger; 
We view the ſtorm, our heart's at _—_ 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger. 
<4 Bleſs'd with the ſmiling grog v we 27. 
| Where now below 
We headlong go, 
Now riſe on mountains high; 
—-Spight of the gale, 
We hand the fail, ; 
Or take the needful reef ; | 
Or man the deck, 
To clear ſome wreck, 


To give the ſhip relief: 


4 


* 


* 


_ mr nn — wn, ty eng tee tro eps, 
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Tho? perils threat around, N * 
All ſenſe of danger's drown 4. 1 Laug 
We deſpiſe it to a man. A 
207 1.2 We 11 « litle, &c. P 
But yet think not our caſe is hard, A 
Tho' ſtorms at ſea thus treat "I 1 Or fl 
For coming home—a ſweet reward, l A 
0 With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us. 
1 Now to the friendly grog we quaft, 5% 
| Our am'rous toaſt, 264 'F" 
| Her we love moit, vr 5 
= And gaily ſing and laugh; „ ny, And 
"A The ſails we furl, „ 
{4 Then for each girl, | At l 
1 The petticoat diſpla 5 1 
= The deck we ; ws + 
= Then three times cheer, . A 
11 As we their charms ſurvey; x Tha 
6 And then' the grog goes round, wt. R 
= All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, _ But 
3K We ! vn it to a man. A 
4 8 : We ſing a little dc. ce 
ar VAIN 1 SEEK THE LONELY GROVE. | A 
IN vain I ſeek the lonely grove, /, Till 
it Or 3 ae, 5 * 
[: Oppreſs'd, alas! with hopeleſs love, | Nex 
Por one deluding maid: _ 5 
„ She heard my vows, I thought her kind, Thu 
Wi So ſweet ſhe on me ſmil'd ; "9 
5 But the deceiv'd my artleſs mind, : 
| | And all ad oP beguil'd. 


e Lb 20 
—— 


1 7 1 7 
With Colin now ſhe trips the plain, 
Nor heeds my tender fighs; _ i 
Laughs at my love, my tears, and paity 
And from my preſence flies. 
Fair queen of love! relieve my fmart, 
And make the maid relent: 
Or ſtrike with death my 2351 heart, | 
And I ſhall be content. 


THE GREENWICH PENSIONER | 


Twas; in the good ſhip Rover, 
I fail'd the world around, | 
And for three years and over, 
I n&er touch'd Britiſh ground: 
At laſt in England Ended, . 
I left the roaring main, 
Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſea again. 


That time bound ſtraight to Portugal, | 
Right fore and aft we bore; 
But when we made Cape _ } 
A Fale blew. off the ih ore. 
She lay —ſo did it ſhock her, 
A log upon the main, 


Till fav'd from Davy's . 


We put to ſea again. 


Next in a Lanes ſailing, 


Upon a ſqually night, 
Thunder 10 en hailing 
IVE; A" of the DNS 4 


FI Þ 
My precious mb Was lopped = 4 
I, when they eas'd r 
Thank'd God was not F o, . 
And went to fe en,, u ton es 


vet ſtill am I « enabled. 5 
To bring up in life's rear. 

Although 12 'm quite blech 2 
And lie in Greenwich tier. 

The King, God bleſs his — 
Who ſav'd me from the main, r 

Pl praiſe with love and loyalty, (+; 5 1 
But ne'er to r ER NE WD 50s * 

A FAVORITE: 50 002 707-1 | 

1 Travers'd Judah's barren and, „ 
At Beauty's altar to ado rem 

But there the Turk had ſpoil'd Ae nd, 0 
And Sion's daughters weep no more. 


In Greece, the bold imperious main 
The wanton Jook, the leering 2 

Bade Love s. devotion not be ſeen, 

| Where conſtancytis never nig; 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
I b:at my never-ceaſing way, 
And to Lorett# temple bore, 85 
A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 


But there too, Superſtition- I Fand 
Had ſickly'd every feature oer; 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 
8 » Where: beauty fills * weſtern A f 
0 | OB Where 


* 


* 


. 


ve daughters of old Albion's iſle, 


Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet echo's reply; 


To. 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow'r. 
Connubial-tranſport-doth adorn; 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, 
That aſhers in each happy morn. 


Where'er I go, where'er 1 — | 
Oh! Charity's ſweet children, ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 


IE TWINS OF 'LATONA. 


THE twins of Latona ſo kind to my. 'boon, 

' _ Arile to partake of the chaſe; _. 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles on her face. uo 
For RO. I delight in the bright queen of FAY 
Ove, . #1 | 
With myrtles my brow ſhall adorn, _ 1 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſkculks i in 

the grove, 


Excelld by the ſound of the horn. 
The dogs are uncqupled, and ſweet is their ry, 


Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in 
ien, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine ven 
| out, 
His ſentence he heats | in the gale, | 

Yet flies *till .entangled in fear and in doubt, 
Fs courage and conſtancy fail. | 


/ 
[ 60 1 
Surrounded by foes he prepares for the kane. | 
Deſpair taking place of his fear, 
With antlers erected awhile ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 


THE DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 


IN a mould'ring cave, where the wretched | 
retreat, 

Britannia fat waſted with care; 3 

She mourn'd for her Wolfe, and exclin'd 

againſt Fate, 

And gave herſelf up to deſps air: 

The — of her cell ſhe had ſeulprar'd around, 

Wich the feats of her favorite ſon; 

And even the duſt, as it lay on the ground, 

Was engrav'd with ſome deeds he had done. 


The ſire of the gods, from his chryſtalline throne, 
Beheld the diſconſolate dame, 

And mov'd with her tears heſent Mercury down, 
And theſe were the tidings that came 

Britanma forbear, not a ſigh or a tear, 

For thy Wolfe fo defervedly lov'd, 

Your tears ſhall be chang'd into triumphs of Joy, | 

For thy Wolfe is not dead but remov'd. 


The ſons of the earth, the proud giants of old, 
Have crept from their darkſome abodes, 
And this is the news as in heaven it was told, 

They were marching to war with the gods; 

A council was held in the chamber of Jove, 

And this was their final decree, 1 
That 


1 
That Wolfe ſhould be call'd to tlie armies above, 
And the charge was entruſted to me. 


To the plains of Quebec with the orders I flew, 
Wolfs beg'd for a moment's delay; 

He cry'd, Oh forbear, let me victory hear, 
e And then thy commands I'll obey.” 


With a darkſome thick film I MPT re his 


cy | 
And bore him away in an urn, 
Leſt the fondneſs he bore tohis own native ſhore, 
Should induce him again to return. 


THE. ENLIVEN! NG BOWL. 


GA on the enlivening bowl. 
Rapt'rous pleaſures fill my ſoul ; 
Hence ee far away dull Care! 
Pining Sorrow comes not here :— 
Smiling Mirth, and ſongs of joy, 
Shall our cheerful hours employ. 


Sons of Mirth, your revels keep, = 
Baniſh care and baniſh ſleep; 

Give the ſounding chorus birth, 

Sing the praiſe of wine and mirth ; 

Wine, that cheers the drooping ſage— 
Wine, that ſmooths the brow of age. 


What is gold, but purer earl! 
What is fame, but empty breath !— 


Honour's but an empty boaſt ! | = 


Science—but a toll at moſt ; 
D 3 
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Why ſhould we for phantoms pine; 255 
All our joys are in the vine. 


Let us then ſerenely gay, 
Sweetly trifle time away; 
Envious Death our ſteps eme 
And his fatal ſcythe he bends: 
Let us from his preſence fly, 
Give our hours to mirth and joy. 


I CAN BEAT HIM, SIRS, AT THAT. 
BUI three months T have been a wife, 
And ſpouſe already ſhows his airs— 
I wiſh I'd liv'd a ſingle life, 
But as I could-not, why, who cares! 


Beſides, let huſband uſe his tongue, 


And bounce, and ſcold, and cock his hat— 
By Jove, he'll find I'm not ſo young, 
But I can beat him, firs, at that. 


I'll go to op*ras, balls, and plays, : 


Or where I like —and won't be check d; * 
Egad, I'll racket nights and days, p 
Until he treats me with reſpect: 
And if he romps with know who, 
Perhaps he'll meet wich tit for tat; 


And faith may find, and ſhall fo too, 
That I can beat him, firs, at chat. 


But this I-vow, if he'll be good, 
And let me ſometimes have my will; 
Young wives, vou know, moſt ſurely ſhould ! 


And | 


PII TROY ev'ry rite fulfil, 


0 63 1 


And never O no! neyer rove, 


But wy 57 ich dear at home, and chat; 
And prove 
That . can. 9 5 him, hrs, at that." 


kindeſt deeds of love, 


' SATURDAY NIGHT. | 


IIS ſaid we venturous die-hards, when we 


Sag 


To bleſs their Gghr no more; 


leave the ſnore, 
Our friends ſhould i mourn, 
Leſt we return, 


us. 


But this is all a notion, 


Bold Jack can't inderitand=— 2 


Some die upon the ocean, 


And. une on land.. 


Then fince tis clear, ch 
Hows” ex. we 1 
No man's life's under his. command— 
Let tempeſts howl, . .-- 
10 45 . roll, 


rs: pres; CM 


5 Ps ight, there are Home j joys, 


Us — tars to bleſs— 7 „ 
For Saturday night ſtill comes, my boys, 
To drink to Poll and Beſs. 8 


One ſeaman Hands the ſail, „ the 


* 5 


log, 1110 
The Purſer 1 
Our pay for flops 
I” landlord ſells us Sor! ; 


D 4 Thus 
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Thus each man to his ſtation, 
To keep Life's ſhip in trim 
What argufies noration, 
The reſt is Fortune's whim ; 
Cheerly my hearts, | 
Then play-your parts, 
_ Boldly:refolv'd to ſink or ſwim: | 
The mighty: due | : 
May ruin urge, = 
And danger preſs; | 
Of thoſe in ſpight, there are | Ge Joys, | 
Us jolly tars to bleſs— - | 
For Saturday night ſtill comes, my boys, 
To drink to Poll and Beſs. 


For all * world's Juſt like the * aboard a 
ip — | 
Each man's rigg'd out 
A veſſel ſtout, | 
To take for life a trip; 
The ſhrouds, and ſtays, and braces, 1 
Are j Joys, and hopes, and fears; ä 
Ihe balliards, ſheets, and traces 
Still as each paſſion veers 
And whim prevails, 
Direct the ſails, | 
As on the ſea of life he ers: 
Then let the ſtorm, 
Heaven's face deform, 
And dangers preſs; 


. 
Of thoſe in ſpight, there are ſome j joys, 
Us jolly tars to bleſg— 


For Saturday night ſtill comes, my boys, 
To drink to Poll and Beſs. - 


THE MANSION OF PEACE. 


| AS from her boſom has ſtray'd, 
PH ſeek to replace it with art: 


But no—*twill her ſlumbers invade, = ik | 
Pl wear it (fond youth) next my heart. 1 


Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known 
"Twas Daphne that gave thee thy place, "0 
| Thou ne'er from thy ſtation hadſt lown—  Þj 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 


Gb rrmery eT” —— 


FLOWER OF THE FOREST. 45 


SEVERE the pangs of ſlighted lov 
di 
And as the woodland's wild I rove, 
{| Sweet Philomel ſhall hear me ſing. 
Flower of the foreſt was my dear, 
Sweet as the vr let in the vale; 
Her vows of love were ſweet to hear, 
But tranſient as the paſling gale. 
Beneath the willow—by the brook 
+ I'll filent fit with folded arms, 
And on the heedleſs fiream I'll look, 


While heaven reminds me of her charms. 
Flower of the foreſt, &c. 


D 5 DATE 
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DATE OBOLUM- BELLISARIO. 


O Fortune how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded 
How much to thy ſhame thy caprice is recorded; 


*ſcape any 
Witneſs brave Belliſarius, whobegg'd for a half-penny 


cho us. 
Date Obolum, date Obolum, date Obolum, Bellifarlo. 


He whoſe fame from his valour and victories aroſe, fir, 
His country's protector, and ſcourge of his foes, fir; 
By his poor faithful dog blind and aged is led, fir, 


bread, fir. 
Date Obolum, Ke. 


A young Roman knight in the ſtreet md — gr. 
The veteran ſurvey'd with a heart-rending ſigh, fir, 
And a purſe in his helmet he dropp'd with a tear, fir, 
Whilſt the Toldier's fad tale thus attracted his ear, fir, 
Date Obolum, &c, 


1 have taught I bave bled, I kave conquer for 
Rome, fir, 

I have crown'd her with laurels which for ages ſhall 
bloom, fir; 

I've enrich'd her with wealth, Wenn her pride and 
her pow'r, fir, 
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Date Obolum, &c. 


Yet blood I ne'er wantonly waſted at fände 5 

Loſing thouſands their lives by a nil defperandum; 

And conqueſt obtain'd, |. mals both friend and foe 

know, , 

That my ſoul's only wiſh. was, pro publico 5 
Date Obolum, &c. 
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If ſoldier, or ſtateſman, whate'er rank-or pation; 
Hereafter ſhall meet this my ſad ſtrange relation; 
Depriy d 


As the wiſe, great, and good, Tron. thy frowns never 


With one foot in the grave, thus to beg for his 


I've eſpous'd her for dee and this 3 is my dower, fir. 


Depriv'd of his fight, forc'd to grope out his way, fir, 


The bright beams of virtue will turn night to dax, fir. 
* Date Obolum, c. 5 


But wanting light, the dread en N fir,; i 

When he comes for to take the greatleapin the dark, tr r. 

He may wiſh, whilſt his friends wring their hands 
round his bed, ſir, 


He, like poor BeHifarius, had begg'd for his bread, ſir. 


Date Obolum, &c. 


_ Whilſt I, poor, diſtreſs'd, and to darkneſs inur'd, Gr, 


In this vile cruſt of clay, when no longer immur'd, fir, 

At Death's welcome ſtroke my bright courſe ſhall 
begin, "br; © 

And enjoy endleſs light from the ſunſhine within, fire 

Date Obolum, Date Obolum, Date Obolum, Belliſario 


WHEN I BEGAN, SIR, TO OGLE THE LADIES 


WHEN firſt L began, fir, to ogle the ladies, 
And prattle ſoft nothing, as a pretty I's 
trade is; | 


Whilſt with rapturous — I dwelt on every 


feature 


If 1 ſiole a fly kiſs, 'twas, fye you wicked creature : 


But foon in tunes lower, and ſofter, and ſweeter, . 
Half pleas'd they'd whiſper fye, * you wicked 
creature, 


Indeed my attractions no gallantry CARRY, 

Each evening new conqueſt to conqueſts ſucceeded; 
Perplex'd how ſo many fond claims I could parry, 
To ſettle them all, I reſoly'd, faith, to marry — 


And preſs'd lovely Laura in language till ſweeter, 


Till bluſhing ſhe whiſper'd, I'm your's you wicked 
creature. 
| 1 5 
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THE DYING INDIAN. 


the day, 


Begin, ye tormentars, your threats are in vain, 


Remember the arrows he ſhot from his bow, 

Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low : 

Why fo ſlow ? do ye wait till 1 ſhrink from 
my pain, 

No! the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your na- 
tion away; 

Now the flame riſes faſt, ye exult in my pain, 
But the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 
His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon; 
Death comes as a friend, he relieves me from 
pain, 
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complain. 

| THE FARMER. | 

ERE around the huge oak that o bed 
an' mill, | 

The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine z 


Ere the church was a ruin that ſtands on th 
hill, 


TP a rook built his neſt on the pine. 


=5 Q XI) 3 
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TIE fan ſets in night, and the ſtars hun 
But glory remains when their lights fade away ; 
For the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain 1 


And7thy ſon, O Alknomook, has Por 0 
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Could J trace back the time, a far diſtant date, 


Since my forefathers toil'd in this field; 


And the farm I now hold on your honour's 


N eſtate, l 
Is the ſame that my grandfather till'd. 
He dying, bequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which anſullied deſcended ta me ; 


For my child I've preſerv'd it, unblemiſh'd 


with ſhame, 
And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free, 


A SWEET GOLDFINCHES SONNET. 


T0 hear a ſweet goldfinches ſonnet, 
This morning I put on my bonnet, 

But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it, 

When the captain appears in my view. - 
T felt an odd fort of ſenſation, 
My heart beat a ſtrange pit-a-pation, 
I bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, 

When ſays he, my dear, how do you do. 


The dickins, thinks I, here has popp'd him, 
J thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 
So my very beit courtſey I dropt in; 

With an air—then he-took off his hat, 
He ſeem'd with my perfon enchanted, 
He ſquęez d my hand, how my heart panted! 
He aſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 

And pray now, what harm was in that? 
Says I, ſir, for what do you take me? 
He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 
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No damn him! he'd never forſake me, 
And then on his knee he flopp'd down; 
His handkerchief, la! ſmelt fo ſweetly, 
His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo completely, 
He manag'd the the matter ſo neatly, : 

I ne'er can be kiſs'd by a clown. 


THE TAR FOR ALL WEATHERS. 


I 1 1 from the downs in the Nancy, 
My jtb how it ſmack d through the breeze; ; 

She's a veſſel as tight to my fancy, | 
As ever ſail'd on the ſalt ſeas. 

Then adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, 

Our girls, and our dear native ſhore, 

For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 

We ſhall never ſee them any more. 


But ſailors were born for all weathers, 
Great guns, let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 
And where the gale drives, we muſt go. 


When we center's) the Gut of Gibraltar, | 
I verily thought the'd have ſunk ; 
For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She yaw'd, juſt as thof ſhe was drunk. 

The ſquall tore the main fail to ſhivers, 
Helm a-weather, the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
Brace the foreſail athwart — ſee ſhe quivers, 
| As through the - 1098p tempeſt ſhe flies. 
But ſailors, &c. 


—— 


_ —— Le TE IN S * nes.” . N — —— — N 
had {<7 - a A — 
5 K ͤ .; E N T 

* F OT - 


[1 
r ; 4 
2 * 
Et h Th 
B e 
3 
fi * 


. 
The ſtorm came on thicker and faſteer, 
As black juſt as pitch was the es 2 
When truly . doleful diſaſt-er 
Befel three poor ſailors and I : 


Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handſail, 


By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt while we were furling the mainſail, 
Were every | ſoul ſwept from the yard. 
| But ſailors, &c. 


Poor Ben, Sam, jos Dick, cried peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, | 


While they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, 


Caught a rope, and fo landed on deck. 
Well what would you have, we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine Jolly crew, 
Of three hundred that failed, never landed 
But I, and 1 think, Ty two. 


| But ſailors, &. 


After thus we at fea had miſcarried, 
Another gueſs way ſat the wind, 
For to England I came and got married 
To a laſs that was comely and kind; 
But whether for j Joy or vexation, 
We know not for what we were born, 
Perhaps I may find arKind-ſtation, 
Perhaps 1 may dunn at e Aer. 8 
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For native charms without compare, 

Claim all my love, reſpect, and duty. 

Oh my bonny, bonny, Bet, ſweet bloſſom, 
Was I a king, ſo prond to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 

To grace thy faithful lover's boſom, 


Yet aſk me where theſe beauties lie, 
I cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple ; 
In blooming cheek or radiant eye, 
 *Tis happy nature wild and fimple. 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, . 

And ſigh in numbers tritè and common; 
Ye gods, one darling wiſh be mine, 

And all I aſk at Rates woman. 

5 Oh my bonny Bet, &c. 
Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 

Like thy bright eye with pleaſure dancing ; 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
With rapture ev'ry ſenſe agg nary þ 

Oh my bonny et, Kc. 


HENRY's COTTAGE MAID. 


AH! where can fly, my ſoul's true love, 
Sad I wander this lone grove, 

Sighs and tears for him I ſhed, 

Henry is from Laura fled: 

Thy love to me thou didſt impart, 

Thy love won won my virgin heart; 


b 


Oh my bonny Bet, &c. 
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But, deareſt Henry, thou'ſt betray'd 
Thy love—with thy poor Cottage maid. 


Thrbvgh the vale my grief appears, 
Sighing ſad with pearly tears; 
Oft thy image is my theme, 
As I wander on the green: 
See from my cheek the colour flies, 
And love's fweet hope within me dies ; 
For oh, dear Henry, thou'ſ — 
Thy love with thy poor Cottage maid. 


MA CHER E AMIE. 


M“ chere Amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh ev*ry care, 
In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 
Whoſe oy care 18 Te of thee. 
Ma chere Amie, 


Under ſweet Friendſhip s ſacred Name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame; 
May Friendſhip in thy boſom be 
Converted into love for me. | 
| Ma chere Amie. 


Together rear'd, together grown, 
O let ns now unite in one ; | 3 
Let pity ſoften thy decree, $7 TOA 
I N dear N I die for thee. 

Ma there Addi: 


JEM OF ABERDEEN. 


* tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove, 


And n ſmells the ſimmer green: 
Now 
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Now o'er the-mead I love to rove, 
Wi bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we fit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lea; 3 
He's always wooing, woging, wooing, | 
Always wooing me. | 


He's freſh and' fair as flowers i in May, _ 
The blitheſt lad o'the green; ot 
How ſweet the time will paſs away 
Wi bonny * of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we ſit, &c. 


Wi joy I leave my father 's cot, 
Wi ilka {| gr of glen or green: 
Well plea ſhare the humble lot 


of Oy Jon of Aberdeen. Cay | 
Whene'er we fit, ce. 


| 1D ara BE EXCUS D. 
ETURNING from the fair one a 
Acroſs yon verdant plain, ö 
Voung Harry ſaid he'd To e me home, 
A tight, a comely ſwain; 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
And would not be refus' wg 
Then aik'd a kits, I bluſh'd and ed, 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


Vou're coy, ſaid he, my pretty mol; 


I mean no harm, I ſwear; 
Long time I have in ſecret figh'd, 
For you, my charming fair 
For 
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For if my tenderneſs offend, _ - 


And if my love's refus'd, | 
I'll leave you—what, alone? ery d L 


I'd rather be excus'd. 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk'd 5 


He warmly urg'd his ſuit; 
But ſtill to all he ſaid, I was 
4 Moſt obſtinately mute. 
t length, got home, he angry er 
My Duden is abus'd ; y' 
Then die a maid—indeed faid I. 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


. THE HEAVY HOURS. 
THE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only with to fee : 
But how, my Delia, wyl you meet 
The man you've loſt fo long; 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev y look declare, 
Your heart 1s ſtill the ſame; 
And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 
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But if the dream that ſoothes my mind, When 
Should falſe and groundleſs prove; 


If I am doom'd at length to find, 
You have forgot to love : 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join; 


But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, And x 
To die, and think you mine. W1 
_* THE MATRIMONIAL RECEIPT. "= 
(COME laſſes and liſt to my ſong, | Take 
A good matrimonial receipt ; Ind 
In chufing you'll never be wrong, O! 1, 
Pl mark you the lover complete. 168 
For ſpite of your bluſhes, I know, _ 1 
A lover is never amiſs; RN. 
The laſs that's moſt apt to ſay No, 1 b. 
Is ſometimes inclin'd to ſay Ves. hs 
If fond of red coat and cockade, Says 
I pray let this hint be enough; Inc 
A man that makes fighting his trade, We 
Thinks he ne'er can have fighting enough. f P 
The coxcomb's all tinſel and ſhow, 0: py 
The rake is a ſtranger to, bliſs, 7 N 
Be ſure ſtill to anſwer them No, Th 0 
However includ to ſay Yes. = 
Your wits are more noiſy than great, Agai. 


Avoid all theſe knowing ones, pray: WI 
Your fools are too fond of their prate, | 
Tho? in fact they have nothing to ſay. 


But 
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E 
But the lad who is honeſt and kind, + 
Who in conſtancy places his bliſs ;. 
When he aſks, if to love your inclin'd, 
Be honeſt enough to ſay Yes. Z 


NO INDEED NOT I. 


ONE ſummer's eve, when Luna's beam 
Illumin'd hill and dale, 
And gaily wanton'd on the ſtream 
With zephyr's gentle gale; - 
What all alone, my pretty maid ? 
Cry*d Colin, paſſing by, 
Take company; I flouting ſaid, 
Indeed, fir, no, not I, 


O! let me, ſaid the ſmiling ſwan, 
Conduct you thro? the grove; 
And then in fond and moving ſtrain, 
F Renew'd his tale of love. | 
He begg'd I'd name the happy day, 
And hop'd the ſame was nigh, 
Says I, ha' done I cannot ſtay, 
Indeed, ſays he—nor I. 


We parted, but the teſty youth, 
In female arts untaught, i 
Miſtook my meaning; for, in truth, 
I meant not as he thought. 
Then threw me oft in Colin's way, 
And ſmil'd when he came nigh, 
Again he woo'd, could I ſay nay ; 
Why. no, indeed, not I. 
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THE FORECASTLE SATLOR. 
THE wind blew a blaſt from the northward, 
When we ſeer'd from the Cape of Good 
Hope; 
The ſkies Iook'd guſts pitchy and wayward, 
And the fea o'er our weather-way broke; 
The boatſwain pip'd all hands to bail her, 
And I came down the back-flay. ſo ghb, 
For II ama Forecaſtle Sailor, 
You may fee by the cut of my jib. 


«© Start my timbers, —eries Ned Junk, of 
Dover, 
Plump to me, as I lnitded on deck, 
„“ With us it will ſoon be all over, 
«« For the Guardian muſt quick go to wreck: 0 
« Well, well, we ſhan't live to bewal Mets ” 
Cried I, —and I patted his rib. _ 
«© Come, watk like a Forecaſtle "5 Fay 
An' I don't, the gale ſhiver my jib.” 


We were running at nine knots an wes 


When *bout two leagues to eewardwe __ | 


An iſland of ice like a tower, 

And on it our ſhip ſwiftly lied : 

But now *twas no als for to baul her, 1 
The water gain'd on us ſo glib, 

So each, like a true-hearted failor, 
Waited fate for to ſhiver his jib. 


Some took to the boat, do ye mind me, 
alas ſome on the veſſel's deck food; >. : 
ric 


f 


( 


Cried I, * may Old Davy Jones take me, 


If I ſail from my Captain ſo good.“ 
Now Providence help'd us to bail her, 
And we manag*d to patch up her rib; 
Safe arriv'd is each true-hearted ſailor, 
To rig up his weather-beat jib. 


SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 


YOUNG Lubin was as blithe a lad 
As ever trod the daiſy'd plain, 
Each blooming virgin's Det was glad, 
Whene'er he tun'd his fylvan ftrain— 
Ah! when, the cried, will Kate comply, 
And make her lover truly bleſ ? 
You've promis'd long yes, ſaid I, 


Tis true hut ſecond thoughts are belt. 


Now Lubin was a ſightly ſwain, 
Well form'd to win a maiden's mind, 
And all the laſſes of the plain 
Did vie to make the ſhepherd kind: 
But, vain of conqueſt, female pride 
Looks lightly on the prize poſſeſt; 
So when he woo'd, I ftilkreply'd, 
No Lubin—ſecond thoughts are beſt | 


found my vain coquetiſh art 
Eclips'd the hope of future joy; 

For, O! ut ſtung me to the 5 © | 
To ſee him with my rivals toy: 

I therefore, bluſhing, ſmil'd conſent, 

And yielding to his fond requeſt, 


Well 
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Well pleas'd, to church with Lubin went, 


Convinc'd that ſecond thoughts are beſt, 


THE HAPPY SHEPHERD. 
WITH the ſun I rife at morn, 
Haſte my flocks into the mead, 
By the fields of yellow com, | 
There my, gentle lambs I feed; 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, 
While the merry pipe I play. 


Mira oft too, joins the ſtrain, 
Calls the wand'rer to its mate; 
Her ſweet voice can ſooth each pain, 

And make the troubled heart elate ; 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, 
While the merry. pipe I play. 
When from Winter's rugged arms, 
Fleeting zephyrs leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms, 
And each ſong 1s tun'd to love ; 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
On the merry pipe I play. 
'Tho' no ſplendor deck my cot, 
With my fair I live content, 
May it be my happy lot, „ 
Thus to love, and ne' er relent; 
At each dawn and ſetting day, 
On the merry pipe I play. 
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Vet this inconſtancy is ſuch 
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„Oo WAR AND ARMS I FLY, _ 
TELL me not, Sweet, I am unkind, - „ 
That from the nunnery | 


Of thy chate breaſt and quiet mind, 
To war and arms I fly. |. 


True, a new miſtreſs now I chace, 
The firſt foe in the field; 

And, with a ſtronger faith, embrace 
A ſword, a horſe, a ſhield. 


As you too ſhall adore; 
J could not love you, dear, fo much, 
Lov'd I not honour more. 


' THE MILLER's DAUGHTER. .. HY 


THERE was a'miller's daughter 
| Liv'd in a certain village, 
Who made a mighty ſlaughter :— 
For I'd have to know; both friend and foe, 
The clown andthe beau, ſhe always laid ow 3 3 
And her partion, as I underſtand. 
Was three acres of land, 
Beſides a mill, that never itpod till, OO 
Some ſheep and a cow, a harrow and plough, 
And other things for tillage: 
What d'ye think of my miller's daughter? ?. 


This miller's pretty daughter 
Was a damſel of ſuch fame, ſir, 11 
That knights and ſquires ſought her; 
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But they ſoon were told that ſome were too bold, 
And ſome too cold, and ſome. too old: 
And ſhe gave them to underſtand, 
That, though they were grand, 
: She'd never be ſold : 
For ſays Betty, ſays ſne, 4 my virtue to me 
« Is dearer than gold, 
- , «© Letiem go from whence they came, ſir.“ 
What d'ye think of my miller's daughter? 


But when this miller's daughter 
Saw Ned, the morrice-dancer, 
His perſon quickly caught her; 
For who ſo clean, upon the green, 
As Ned was ſeen, for her is queen: 
Then blithe as a king, his bells he'd ring, 
And dance, and ling, Uke any thing 
Says he, My life, woot be my wife 255 
A bluſh, and yes, was Betty's anſwer. 


What dye think of my miller's e Ei 


8 SWEET ROBINETTE. 

QWEET, ſweet Nobinette, all che thepherds 
declare, 

They never yet ſaw ſo engaging a fair: 

The ſwains all admire her, no mortal as yet 

Has e'er ſeen a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 


Her eyes they would melt you, her cheeks they 
diſcloſe 2 

The beautiful tint of the pale-bluſhing roſe ; 

The nymphs, full of envy, do nothing but fret, 

To ſee all the ae ash for ſweet Robinette. 
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All nature ſeems pleas'd as ſhe trips it along, 


Her ſmiles make the lark fwell his rapturous 


ſong; * 
The ſhepherds their cares and their labours 
forget, _ 


'To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinette. 


So gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, 

She's the May-day of youth, and the ſummer 
'- of ages: PR 

I love her, adore her I'll venture to bet, 

You ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 


- CELEBRATED AIR, ſung by Mrs. cao, in the 


Ha ux TED Tow. 


A TTUNE the pipe, attune the gladſome lay, 
A kiſs from Laura ſhall thy muſic pay; 
Let other ſwains to praiſe or fame aſpire, 
Thou from her lips the ſweet reward require. 
Accept my hand, and could I add beſide, 


What wealth the rich Peruvian mountains hide, 
On thee alone their glitt'ring pride ſhould ſhine, 


And I alone, a conſtant maid, be thine. 


AIR. Srenora STORACE, In the ſame, 
WHEITHER, my pve, ah! whither art thou 
| one? | | 

Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn, 
Say, by thy heart can falſehood e' er be known? 
Ah! no, no, I judge it by my own. - 
The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear, 


E 2 Still 
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= Still for its maſter beats alone, ; 
| Pm ſure the felfiſh thing” 8 his own. x 


AIR, by Mr. KI, in the ſame. 


FROM Hope'sfonddream though reaſon wake, 
In vain the points with warning hand; 
I dread advice I cannot take, 

Love's powerful ſpells my ſteps e 
The bird thus faſcination binds, + 

When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, 
The fatal charm too late he finds, 

He ſtruggles, and, admiring dies. 


* NOTHING LIKE GRQG, | 
A Plag ue of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
cho tell us to faſt and to think, | 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, ; . 
With nothing but water to drink 
A can of. good ſtuff, had they wigg'd! „ 
Would have ſet them for pleaſure 808 2 
And 'ſpite of the rules 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
va all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 5 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
| Return'd with abundance of wealth, 

= | Cry'd, © Jack never, be ſuch a ninny | 

=__ To drink” —ſays J, “ father your health: 3 

| So I new d him the ſtuff —and he twigg'd it, 

| Ane 


I've 


hy” 


T'other day as the chaplain was preaching, | 


Then truſt me there's nothing like y = 1 


: MY AT and join. the rendezvous, 


„ 
And it ſet the old codger agog; z 
And he ſwigg'd, and mother 
And ſiſter, and brother, „ 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Behind him I curiouſly flank, 

And while he our duty was teachin 

As how we ſhould never get tk 

I ſhew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
Which ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog; 
And he ſwigg'd and Nick ſwigg⸗d, 

And Ben, ſwigg'd and Dick twigg'd,.. 

And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 

And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


-- Sq pleaſant on this fide the grave; 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 5 
And makes e' en more valiant the brave. 
4 for me, from the moment [ gs it, 
The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agog; ; 
Sick or well, late or early,” 
Wind foully or fairly, 
Helm a-lee or a-weather, 
For hours together, | 
I've conſtantly fivigg'd it, | 7 
And damm' e, there's nothing 1 like grog 


THE INVITATION. * 


Good fellowihip reigns here; 
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1 86 ] 
Joy's ſtandard flying in your view, 
T' invite each volunteer. 
Hark ! Pleaſure's drum cries come, come, 
come, 
Obey the kind ſalute; 
The echoing hall reſounds the call, 


To welcome each recruit. 


Behold the dinner in array, 
A column it appears; 
While pyramids of whips diſplay 


A gorges of grenadiers.' | 
Hark ! Pleaſure's drum, &c. 


See rivers not of blood pour'd out, 
But neQar clear and ſtrong ; 

Young Ganimede's become a ſcout, 
Hebe an nid-Go-cam 


Hark . 2 drum, Ec. 


Mow down the ranks—ſee, ſee, wy fly, 
Attack them glaſs in hand: 
Cloſe Ce, rally, fight, or die, 

*Tis Bacchus wires command. 


ark ! Pleaſure” 5 hom, & c. 


THE ROYAL TAR. if 


BRITONS ariſe, behold your prize, 
| The glory of the main ; | 
See courage beaming from his eyes, 
Bold, gen us 5 humane. 


ͤo—œZꝓ222—ꝛf q ————᷑ — wy : 
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me, 


&c. 


Ec. 


Ee. 


( 87 ] 
His 8 no ſordid paſſions know, 
Or taſtes of abject fear; 


But balming pity current flow, 
The wanting wretch to cheer. 


Reſound, reſound, his glory far, 
Nor let your praiſes ſtand ; . 
For nought can check the Britiſh tar, 
When William gives command. 


In vain let buſy foes invade 
Secure, come drink and fing; _ 

For Britain's glory ne'er can fade, 
Wich ſuch a tou and king. <A 


A NEW COMIC SONG, 


Jar am a little Jew boy, that ſtroll about the ſtreet. 


I'll ſhew to you an honeſt face, but yet! 


love to ſheat. 
1 To be ſhure I do, &e. 


Vid my box at my back, and my ſpectacles 1 in 
„e 
Pll ſheat you of your monies, and ſtare you in 


the faſhe. 
9 ty 10 Mute 1 vill, &c. 


Buyn my buttons and buckles, they're very r 
and good, 
But cent per cent's the intereſt by Liracl un- 
derſtood. 8911 
I To be ſhure it is, &c. 
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I have rollers for your hair, and pomatums ha 


: nice, 
"Tis very good, and very fine; and very. low 
| de pF 
Jo be mure it is, & c. 


I'ſh of the tribe of 501 who thinks it not a ſhin 
To ſheat you cent per cent, and take the 

Chriſtians i e 
To be ſhure we dont, ih 


Come, ſhet us down to tables, and give us knife 
r 7 
If you vill call it muttons; Vi den ve'Il eat 
your pork. 
To be ſhure we vin, &c, 


"warn THE FANCY [STIRRING BOWL, 


WHEN the fancy ſtirring bowl 


Wakes its world of A 
Glowing viſions gild'my ſoul, | 


And life's an endleſs treaſure, + 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 812 

Freſh with gay deſires; 5% 15 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, bY 0 


-And kindling Hope inſpires. 
Then who'd be grave, 


When wine can ſave 


The heavieſt ſoul from 6 


And magic Far pes 
Give angel pes 


E every girl we re drinking. 
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When Time aſſuag'd my heated heart, 


That part's enough of Beauty's ye 


1 89 } 
Here ſweet Benignity and Love 2d vem 
Shed their influence. round me,. 
Gatber'd ills of life remove, g 
And leave me as they found me. 
Tho? my head may ſwim, yer true 
Still to Nature's feeling; 1125 
Peace and Beauty ſwim there too, 


And rock me as I'm reeling. 
Then who'd be grave, Ke. 


On Youth's ſoft pillow tender Truth 
Her penſive leſſon taught me 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of Vouth, 
And Wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 
A bargain then with Love 1 knock d 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey, 
When wiſe to keep my bolom lock'd, 
- But turn 1 ty key when tipley. © 
Then who'd be grave, &c, 


1 


The grey-beard blind and ſimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimple. 


To warm an honeſt fellow; 
And though it touch me not When ripe, : 
It melts ſtill when I'm mellow. 
| Then who'd be . Kc. 


Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
E 5 e 
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It may be ſo to Pride or Care, A wrotd 


That's not a ſea I ride in: 


Here floats my ſoul till Fancy's eye . 12 ö 3 


Her realms of bliſs diſcover, + 
Bright worlds that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. 
"Then who'd be Brave. Ec, 
cHLORIS. | 


CHLORIS, I cannot ſay your eyes 
Did my unwary heart ſurpriſe ; 
Nor will I ſwear it was your face, 
Your ſhape, or any nameleſs grace, 
For you are ſo entirely fair, 2 


I To love a part injuſtice were. 


No drowning man can tell which drop 
Of water his laſt breath did ſtop; 

So when the ſtars in heaven appear, 
And join to make the night more clear; 
The light we no one's bounty call, - 
But the obliging gift of all. 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 


TIE. thou ſoftener of each grief, 
Aid me with thy friendly balm; ; 
To my ſorrows bring relief, 
And my heart-felt anguiſh calm. 


Tho? the felling ſurge oft rages, 
And deforms the wat' ry plain; 


Time, at length, its force aſſuages, 


And the waves grow {mooth again. 


Ec. 


„ 
THE CHELSEA PENSIONER, 


WHEN firſt I was inliſted, 
I was both young and gay, 
Each laſs I met I kiſs'd her, 
And tippl'd time away: 
I learn'd my exerciſe, fir, 
And then was ſent to fight ; 
And now a little wiſer, 


Tho? in this hapleſs plight. 


I went into the battle, | 
Where thundering cannons roar ; 


[O! ſuch a horrid rattle 


I never heard before; 
One bullet took a peeper, 
Thank God that one is left ; 
And yet I do not weep, fir, 
Tho? of one leg bereft, 


At Chelſea now the penſion 
Gives comfort to my life; 

And round the quart I mention 
My former deadly ſtrife : _ 
Brown Beſs I often ſhoulder, 
Forget my former pain, 

And fight, to each beholder, 

My battles o'er again. 


ſpend my money freely, 

With pleaſure drink and ſing ; 
hatever Fate may deal me, 
God bleſs the Queen = King: 


E 
If foes again aſſail, then BY | 
To garriſon I'Iige,- „17 
Brown Beſs will never Kal, when - X ; 
Attacking of the foe. 


THIS, THIS, MY Lab. 11 A SOLDIER's LIFE. 


THIS, this, my lad's a ſoldier's life 
He marches to the ſprightly fife, 
And in each town to ſome new wife, 
Swears he'll be ever true. 


He's here, he's there, where is he not? 


Variety's his envied lot; 
He eats, drinks, ſleeps, and pays no ſhor, 5 
And follows the loud tattoo. : 


Call'd out to face his country's focs, 
The tears of fond domeſtic woes 
He kiſſes off, and boldly goes 

To earn of fame his due. 
Religion, liberty, and laws, 
Both his are, and his country's cauſe; 
For theſe thro* dangers, without pauſe, 

He follows the loud tattoo. 


And if at laſt in Honour's wars. 

He earns his ſhare of Danger's ſcars, 

Still he feels bold, and thanks his ſtars 
He's no worſe fate to rue. 

At Chelſea free from toil and pain, 


I. 


He wields his crutch, points out the llain— 4 


And in fond fancy once again 
Follows the loud tattoo. 


CHURCH ||} 


Wige o'er the bleeding corple of Fr France, al 


| | And female fiends arqund her dance,. 


Poor France! whom bleſſings cannot bleſs, 


True Freedom is a temp'rate treat, 


| While pillow'd on his people's breaſt; - 


CHURCH AND KING, . 5 


—— No” * 
Fay, 


ay . 
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Wild Anarchy. exulting ſtands, 
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With fatal lamp cords in their hands. 
CHORUS. We Britons ſtill united ſing. 1 
Old England's 8s glory, Church and King. 4 1 


— 
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By too much liberty undone; 
Defent 3 is better than exce/5—-; 

For having all is having none. 

Crorvus,—Let Britons then united ing., 

Old England's glory, Church and King. 


„ 


Not ſavage mirth, nor frantic 1 b 
Tis the briſt pulſes vital heat, 

And not a fever that deſtroys. 35 i 

Cnokus. Let Britons then united ſing, F 

Old England's glory, Church and King. 


The Gallic lillies droop and die, 
Profan'd by many a. patriot nave; 
Her clubs command, her nobles ff, 
Her Church a martyr—King a ſlave,  . 8 
Crorvus.— While Britons ſtill united ſing, 
Old. England's glory, Church and King. 


FAY"! \ 


"Our Sovereign fleeps ſecure, ſerene; - 1 
Unhappy I 


1 11 1 
Wil Unhappy Louis knows no reſt, 
But mourns his more unhappy Queen. 
WI, Crorvs.—Let Britons then united ſi 
N 4 1 Old England's glory, Church and King. 
He finds his Palace a Baftih, 
// Amidft the ſhouts of liberty | 
Doom'd every heart-felt'pa to 0 feel, . 
For merely ſtriving to be 1 VETS © 


[ 1 . Old England's glory, Church and King. 


G0, democratic demons, go! 
| In France your horrid banquet keep ! 

Feaſt on degraded Prelates* woe, 
10 . And drink the tears that Monarchs weep ! 
1 CHORUS. While Britons ſtill united ſing, 
100 | Old England's glory, Church and King, 


þ ur Church 1s built on Truth's firm rock, 
* mocks each ſacrilegious hand; 
14 ite of each electric ſhock, 

e fd heav*n-defended ſteeples ſtand. 
CHORUS. While Britons true, united ſing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King. 


' | | 
Old Britiſh ſenſe, and Britiſh fire, 
Þ Shall guard that freedom we poſſeſs; 
i} Prieftley may write, and Paine conſpire, 
q We with no more, and fear no leſs. 
k 6 Cnoꝝvs.— While Britons ſtill united ſing, 
14 Old ae $ glory, Church and King. 


' THE 


lf ll Crorvs,—Let Britons then united ſing, 
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THE MILKM Ar. 
SWEET ditties would my Patty ſing, N 
Old Chevy Chaſe, God ſave the King, 
Fair Roſemy, and Sawny Scott 
Lilebularo, the Iriſh Trot— 
All theſe would fing my blue-ey'd Patty, 
As with her pail ſhe'd tradge along, 
While ſtill the burden of * ſong 
My hammer beat to blue-ey'd Patty. 


But nipping froſts and chilling rain, 

Too ſoon, alas! chok'd every ſtrain; 

Too ſoon, alas ! the miry way 

Her wet-ſhod feet did fore diſmay, 

And hoarſe was heard my blue-ey*'d Sms 15 
While I for very mad did er; 

Ah could I but again, faid I, | 
Hear the {ſweet voice of blue-ey*d Patty ! | 


Love taught me how—F work'd, I ſung, 
My anvil glow'd, my hammer rung, 
Till I had form'd from out the fire, 
To bear her feet above the mire, _ 
An engine for my blue-ey'd Patty. 
Again was heard each tuneful cloſe, 
My fair one on the patten roſe, 
Which takes its name from Mee Patty. - J 


WILLIAM AND FANNY. 
THO toſs'd amid the ocean's bed, 
My farthful William be, 

Still as he ſcapes the ſtormy. dread, 
Each thought ſhall bend to me: 


£s}] 
This little knot 1 boſom bears, 
While quivering in the wink? # 
Still the rude blaft my William har, BE 
Yet ſtill his heart's behind. IE : 


While gentle breezes fill the fail, | e 
And to his cot he hies 5 N 
His Fanny ſhe. ſhall ſtill prevail, a 
And thus methinks he RNS ta i 7 ' 
Can abſence ſeparate one mine? 
Can conſtancy e'er fail) ?: 0 
He riſes, leaves a tear behind, | 
And tends the ſwelling ſail, - 


LOVE's A MYSTERY. | 
1 Prithee give me back my heart, 1 85 4 


Since I cannot have thane ; | 
For if from yours you will not part. ( 
Why then ſhould you have mine? 
Yet now I think on't, let it lie, 
To take it wou'd be vain; _ 
For there's a thief in that ſweet eye, 
Will ſteal it back again. 


Why ſhould two hearts in one ws os: | 
And yet not lodge together? 
Oh! Love where is thy ſympathy, 
If thus our breaſts thou ſever? 
| But Love is ſuch a myſtery, 
T4 I cannot find it out; 1 
For when I think I'm beſt refoly', re Toh ] 
0 then am in mos doubt. e 
| 


The glimm'ring moon might juſt be ſeen, 


LW 4 \ 

THE CONSTANT SHEPHERD. N i 

THE nig night was ftill, the air ſerene, ' ' 1 
Fann'd by a ſouthern breeze ; bl 


Reflecting through nes: * 1 
The bubbling water's conſtant courſe, 


From off th? adjacent hill, 4 FE 
Was mournful.Echo's laſt reſource, | 13 
All nature was ſo ſtill. i 


The conſtant ſhepherd fought this 8 
By ſorrow ſore oppreſs'd, ; 
Cloie by a fountain's margin laid, 
His pain he thus expreſs d. | 
Ah wretched youth! why didft e lov, - 
Or hope to meet ſucceſ: 
Or think the fair would conſtant prove, 5 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs? 


Find me the roſe on barren ſands, 
The lilly 'mid{ the rocks, 
The grape in wild deſerted lands, 
A wolf to guard the flocks; - 
Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 
And will more eaſy find, ' + | 
Than meet with.ought but cold i diſdain, 
"0 faithleſs womankind, 


* 


THE RESOLUTION. 57 


M“ pi s have been ſo wond rous free, - 
'The little birds that fly 
With 


L 98 J 
With careleſs eaſe from tree, 
Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aſc gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd the ſtream ?. 
Or aſk the paſſing gales, if e'er 
J lent a ſigh to them ? SS 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught; 
The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fix' d upon my thought: 
And eager Hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt control; | 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſs d 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


- Ye ſwains that haunt the grove ; 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love ; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, . 


To be for ever mine. 


As much as of deſpairz +... 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her: | 
"Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mixt with ſoft diſtreſs, 
Yet, while the fair I love is as 
1 cannot wiſh it leſs. 
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Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, . 


And make a young unpratis'd ener 
The very thought of change I hate, 5 


But 


„ £A ty 


* 


41 1 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
Or ſlights my well-meant love; 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 

A pain ſhe won't remove: 
Farewel ye birds and lonely pines, 
Adieu to tears and ſighs.; 


I'll leave my paſſion to the winds— 


Love unreturn'd ſoon dies, 


THE EARTHEN Jus. 


OUR trade to work in clay began 


Ere the firſt man was made, 
For out of clay was made this man, 
And thus began our trade; 


Then friends put round the foaming aa 


And take it with good-will, 


Since man is but an earthen j jugs. +, 


This jug then let us fill. 


For how can he, ye wiſe ones _ 
Return to duſt, Who whets his clay. 


In this the jemmy Cheapſide buck 


May take his orange ſhrub; 


Or Fleet- ſtreet miſs, at Dog-and-Duck, 


May quaff her ſillabub; 
Or jovial Jack, that jolly dog, 
May treat his roſy wench, 


And over this, when fill'd with grog, 


Bin how 1. bang d the French. 


28 . can he, Ke. | 
Sep 


* 


3 
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[ 100 7 

See here a noble chriſt'ning bowl, I N 
But fill it to the brim, 3 
So large the baby, pretty ſoul, 

May like young Indian n 3 
The Covent-Garden ſwell at Jupps, . 

In this may take his go; .. 
For Aſhley's punch-houſe here are cups, | i 


Pro bono publico. 
And how can he, Ke. 


The ſpacious bowl receives a craſh, 
And falls to china taws; _ © 
The toping tradeſman gets a craſh, 
While whitewaſh fills his flaws : - = BY 1 
Ye fair who leave fair Virtues track, 
And wilt it to re gain, 
If once the cup ſhould get a crack, 
Ve patch and paint in vain. MON 
And — can he, Ec. 


And — 5 abroad our money fling, . , 

To pleaſe our fickle fair ; 
No more from China china bring 

Here's Engliſh china ware. 45 5 
Then friends put round the foaming mug, 

And take it with good-will, 1 
Since man is but an earthen 3 Jug,” 

This; 78. cs let us fill. 15 

| Then how _* ate, be. 


£44.61 mit MERRY TO-DAY. 


C OME follow my lords and ladies gay, 
Come on the greenſward foot it mk ; 


4 


* F 
* 1 4 %..f 


wh 


| What muſt be the laſs's life, 


[ 10x J 
For as life is too ſhort, tis if dull, too long, | 


So while I can warble, this be my ſong : 


Dance, ſing, and play, foot it away, 
Tho? grave to-morrow, be merry to-day, 


| Coquets with a rattle, play of the fan, 
At this, that, and t'other, and every man; 
If you ſtumble and ſtare, and giggle and blink, 


To one * only tip the ſignificant wink. 
Dance; ſing, and play, &c, 


Come hither, 1 prude, with a leering eye, 


From its dowyncaſt lid give your tongue the lie; 


Nor from your gravity need you depart, 
Tho'the U of a hand ſhou'd melt your heart. 


Dance, ſing, and play, &c. 


Ye china beaux ſo brittle and bright, IF 

In a grin ſhew good-humour and teeth fo white; 
And dangling captains, Polite and brave, 
With a damm'e ma'am, your humble ſlave. 


: 11 Log Kto 2Dancey: ung, and play, &. 


ns by Mou | hon, in 555 N of Sana 


LI. FLE thinks the townman's ir. | 
While at home ſhe tarries 


Who a ſoldier marries. 88 
Now with weary marching ſpongy, 
-* Dancing: now before the tent: 
Lira, ra, lira, lira, lira, las :- :-.... - 
i her jolly ſoldier. N 


. 


— 
— — — 
— — ie oe 


L 6 — * 
* — * — 1 * 1 © fo oc * VL 3 FA. * * 
— . — — l Ks N 
etal; "= WIR of 3 2 * n 6 
—I” bay — 3 2 rr 8 
— 
Pe - 


Ez 


— 


N . = - = = = 
- 
— —_—_ $1 * — 8 
4 = * A p = —_ = 
N N E offi Was. Ao 9 . Au 
K . ? — — 
"Op: 
et . 
F 

d err 2 


- = > PG ores 
OS. rd Em» . 


35 


_— 
* 
Chet hos 
— 
12 


—— rn” 


— — _ 
* tb, AL» 4 w 
y — 
— 85 
* rern 
. - 


8 he 
h nA obs 2 
— F ca WET NN N 
8 


; 
1 


i 


_ f = 
- b Iv» = „ * 
* ; . 
e 
ö . — 13. rg * — ä 
— 122 Dar 8 R — —— 5 
r vat RO Sts — . — * 
- — > — —— * 4 0 I 
= = — — 4 _— : 2 — = ” 2 . q 
— P —_— PT 4 — — 8 * * — — 4 
ag 81 — * * 4 re IF rr . * —_— ny ö —, 1 
, —— — — — r g r yaa tron tan wo now -4 
——— — — N I 2 
N Tn 
: 
4 


PPP ; 
rr 


K. 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning ; 

Only griev'd her love muſt riſe, 

And quit her in the morning: oak 
But, the doubtful ſkirmiſh 425 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſet of ſun, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly ſoldier. 


Shou'd the captain of her dear 

- Uſe his vain endeavour 

(Whiſp? ring nonſenſe in her 8 F 

Two fond hearts to ſever ; 
At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus, ſhe'll put him off, 
Lira, lira, hra, lira, lira, la, : 
- For Ker Jolly ſoldier. _ 


sung 25 Mr. Je ounsroxz, in the fame. . 


WInN Iss at home I was merry and friſky, 


w 
My We was ack. "OR would never be iy, 
Till I was inliſted by Corporal Caſey. 
Och! ruba dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! 


My dear little Shelah, I e wou'd nn 


Frazy, 


When J owl 4 away with toughCorporal Caſey! 
I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 


"But 


My dad Kept | a Pig, and my mother ſold 


On eln, my heart in my boſom was finking; 


oy wo ='7 


Och! ruba dub, row 


That fell on my Pate, but they bother'd me 
. And who ſhould the firſt be that dropt! Why, 


Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 


Tho' I was once his fondeſt friend, . 


[ 103 J 
But ſoon I was forc'd to look freſh as a daiſey, 
For fear of a drubbin * from Corporal Caſey. 


dow, Corporal Caſey! 
The devil go with him! I ne'er could be azy, 
He ſtuck in my ſkirts ſo, ould Corporal Caley ! 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
rarel 


an't pleaſe ye, 
It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey; 


Thinks I, you are quiet, and I ſhall be azy, 
So eight years I fought without Corporal Caſey. 


TELL. ME, MY HEART, 1F THIS BE LOVE, 


HEN Delia on the plain appears 
W Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I wou'd approach, but dare not move— 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear? 


No other wit but her's approve= | 4A 28 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 


That inſtant enemy I prove— _ .. 
458 8 * 8. 14 this * ore) 
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When ſhe. be abſent, I no more 


Delight in all that pleas'd before, | I Y 
The cleareft ſpring, or ſhady grove 
'Tell me, my heart, if this be love? | H 
Wen arm'd with inſolent diſdain; |. ＋ 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my pain; | 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly {trove— 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 1 
6 
FAITH, i MUST LEAVE OFF TRADE, | 
| A damſel's eyes I vo W-. PS 10 
Do with me what they will; ej: 1 
I look; I feel, I can't tell r A | 
And quite forget my bill. | T} 
Tho' from my work I never + ceaſe, 
Yet *tis ſo little paid, 
That, ſhould my cuſtom 955 increaſe, | He 
Faith, I muſt leave off trade. 
ny Fal lal de lal, It 
F aith, T muſt leave off trade. 
Then baots I make to fit ſo pat * 
For many a jovial ſoul; * 
So I drink with this—and drink with chat, 7 ] 
But t ſelgem touch the cole, a a 
1 Tho from my work, &c. 
5 jad — IT] WAS QUEER. | 
AS I lean'd o'er a gate one midſummer eve, Is 


When the oy in the brook ĩook' d fo clear ; 7 
| Young A: 


p 
a " a. 
e EDI 
” 
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Young Robin came ſlily and tugg'd at my ſfeeve, 
And I could not help thinking it queer: 1 
He patted my cheek and he play'd with my hand, 1 
And he gave ſuch a whimſical leer, 1 
Then talk*d about things I could ſcarce under- 
| ſtand, 1 | 
That I could not help thinking him queer. 


Now all on a ſudden he let his thoughts looſe, 
And he aſk'd if to church I would ſteer? . _ _—_— 
I thought him a whimſical and mad-headed gooſe _ =_—_ 
For his talking of matters ſo queer: _=Y 
I meant to have chid him for what he had ſaid, 
When he whiſper'd ſo ſoft in my ear, 
That if I had hurt him my heart would have bled, 
For my heart it felt ſomehow ſo queer. 


I How longhaveyoulov'd me, pray Robin? ſaid I, 
4 When he anſwer'd, “ a calendar year 
I then was reſolv'd with his ſuit to comply, 
Altho? it ſeem'd haſty and queer; 85 3 
| Folks thought it ſo odd that an hour, or ſo, ; 
Should have made me ſo ready appear: _— 
But many a laſs who have anſwer'd with no, 1 
Have died, old maidens, ſo queer. _ _— 
xc. BRITONS BE VALIANT. | — 
FARK! hear the trumpet of war, - = 
: How lively, how chearful its ſtrain, 1m 
ve, | It calls Briton's ſons ſrom afar, | + 
ab To fight the at” of Spain: 
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It ſounds ſweet revenge in our ears, 0 

To make them ſmart. well for their brag, | 

Which to do we will pay dem arrears, 
And wipe off the ſtain from our flag ; 

Then Britons. be valiant, your courage Moles, 

And add to old England another proud 47 


How fooliſh and weak their decrees, 
How, yaja and pretended their hope, 
Jo think themſelves lords of the ſeas, 
ecauſe they ve a Bull from the Pope; 
But Britons at this make a jeſt, Os 6. 
And ne'er will ſubſcribe to this notion, 
$i or they know that thoſe who fight beſt _ 
Can only be lords of the einn 
hom ts Then Britons, &c. 1 


Our 3 chen i in 55 wait, 
In hopes of performing their vow, _ 
in” no one can doubt of Spain's fate, 
Ince we are commanded by Howe; | 
His ſailors“ are warm with deſire, | 
1 heir courage and ſtrength to evince, 
Tos conquer, they're taught to aſpire, _ _ - 
"Which leſſon they have from their Prince. 
| Then Britons, &c. 


' TIS ARCHERY. 
TIS archery alone I ſing, 
An art ſo worthy 2 a king, 
Nay of the gods, for Cupid's darts, 
Are ever piercing mortals bear. 


— — — ͤ —— ́ kf— — 
5 * 


C 


— 
i 


And lays the monſter Python low z 


; FF 407 } 
And ſee Apollo draws his bow, 


As bowmen let us make our aim, 
So ſure as to ſecure our fame; 

And as we oft ſhoot in the dark, 
Happy's the man that hits the mark. 


THE KNITTING GIRL. 
HRK Phillis hark! through yonder WO 
Reſponſive nature ſings, 
Love ſeeks the deep, embower'd alcove, 
And lends ſwift Fancy wings. | 
Phillis heard, but Phillis ſat 
Silent knitting at her cottage gate. 


Enthron'd he's ſeated in thine eye, 
Where he though blind can ſee 
Himſelf reflected in each figh, - : 
He bids me breathe for thee. 1 
Phillis heard, "by "= 
Lo! towards the bower he beckons now, _ j; 
Oh! rife and come away! 
From ill toward thee is his vow 
To guard and not to betray. 
Phillis heard but Phillis ſat 
No longer knitting at her cottage gate. 


SMILING NAN. 
WHAT ſhould ſailors do on ſhore? 
Kiſs the girls and toſs the can; 
When the cannons ceaſe to roar, 
Sweet's the voice of ſmiling Nan. 
| | F 2 Bring 


—— 


Thus, my hearts, let's keep the ſea, 


108 ] 
Bring me ſirſt a ſpacious bowl, 
Deeper than a plummet ſound; 
Give me next a gen'rous ſoul, 
That in loving knows no bound, 
Flowing ever let it be, 
If the tide good liquor prove; 


4 


——— 0 


Sailing with the girl we love. | | N 
Nancy, be my true- love's name, 
And to compliment my dear, 
Bonny ſhip ſecure thy fame, 
Thou the darling title bear. 8 
To guard and bleſs my ſav'rite realm, 
Smiling thus old Neptune ſpoke, 
« place my William at the helm, 
Royal Will is heart of oak.“ 


Whether moor'd or on a cruiſe, 


4 * 1 


Sailor ſtill in peace or war :—- 
Poiſe the linſtock, brim the booze, 
Sing, long live the royal tar. 
What ſhould ſailors, &c. 


A FAVOURITE HUNTING SONG. 


| NO ſport to the chaſe can compare, 


©. So manly the pleaſure it yields; 
How ſweet, how retreſhing the air, 
In hal'd in the woods and the fields, | 
As we ruth in purſuit, new ſcenes ftill appear, 
New landſcapes encounter the eye; 
Not Handel's ſweet muſic, more pleaſes the ear, 
Than that of the hounds in full cry. 
| | | New 


P, 


t wy ] 


New firength from the chaſe we derive, 


It's exerciſe purges the blood; 
How happy that mortal muſt live, 
Whoſe ſport yields both phyſic and food; 


So new and fo varied, it charms they ne'er cloy, 


Like thoſe of the bottle and face; F 
The oftener, the harder, the more we enjoy, 
The more we're in love with the chaſe. 


THE SOLDIER's GRAVE. 


OF all ſenſations Pity brings, 


1 
1 
1 


To proudly ſwell the ample heart, 
From which the willing furrow ſprings, 
In other's grief that bears a part. 
Of all ſad ſympathy's delight, 
The manly dignity of grief, 
A joy in mourning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief. 


Of theſe would you the feeling know, = 
Moſt generous, noble, greatly brave, B 


That ever taught a heart to glow, 
'Tis the tear that bedews the ſoldier's grave. 


For hard and painful is his lot, | 3 


Let dangers come, he braves them all; i 
Valiant, perhaps to be forgot, | 


Or undiſtinguiſh'd, doom'd to fal. 
Yet wrapp'd in conſcious worth ſecure, | by 


The world that now forgets his toils, 

He views from a retreat obſcure, "+ 
And quits it with a willing ſmile, ts 
Ns He F 3 Then 


N 
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Then REI oa one kind drop beftow, 
*Twere grateful pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever bid the heart to glow, 
Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


A FAVOURITE HUNTING SONG. 


THE ſable-clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark carols ſweetly on high ; 
Quickly opens the eye of the morn, 
See the ſun-beams are gilding the ſky: 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 
The horn winds a tedious delay; 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated rebonnds, 
In expecting the ſummons for hark, hark, 


away. 


Hark! a burſt gives the fi gnal for chaſe, 
Thro' woodlands we dathing purſue ; 

While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 

Till the huntſman proclaims him in view. 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort, 

See the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey, 
While the death of the game, gives freſh on 

to the ſport, 


The echoes re- echo with hark, hark away. | 


Now for Liberty-hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field, 
Where good-humour combines with the fair, 


And the wiſe ſmiles obedience to yield: 


While 


ds, 
rk, 
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| | 
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| * a 
While the bottle and bow! both unite, | 
To vie with the ſports of the day; .. 
Let bumpers go round to de ſpoltſman' 5 
delight, 
And all join in che chorus of nat, hark, 


away. 


A FAVOURITE NEW HUNTING SONG. 


AS bright as the morning, the ſons of the 
chaſe, 

As early as Sol in the morning were riſing ; 
Joy danc'd i in each heart, and health bloom ' d 
in each face, | 

Nw ev'ry fear, and each danger deſpiſing. 
Then hail to the morn, - 
With hounds, and with horn, 
While pleaſure around does each proſpect 


adorn 
Through woodland and valley with ſpeed they 
incline, [ divine. 


And the ſports of the chaſe each proclaims is 


Now rouz'd from his den, ſee fly Reynard's 
in view, 
And watchful he over the meadow is flying ; - 
As ſwiftly the hounds and the huntſmen purſue, 
Alike all his ſpeed, and his cunning e ; 
He now takes to the wood, 


5. 


Now paſſes the flood, 
Vet as eager the chaſe by the 4 58 15 Jed, 
F 4 Thro” 


Such a pack all his cunning can never beguile, 


To ſing o'er the bowl they all cheerfvl incline, 


WHAT though from Venus Cupid ſprung, 
| Whate'er the bawling bards have ſung, 


Thro woodland or valley, with ſpeed they 3 


incline, / . 


Tho' he bruſhes to cover, and hides for a while, | 
Yet ſoon the ſtaunch beagles wall certainly 
find him; | 


He quickly 15 trac'd by the ſcent left behind 
him. 
They ſeize on their prey, 3 
While the horns ſound - away; | 
And pleaſ ures reward the fatigue of the day. 


That the j Joys of the ſportſman are e divine. | 


THE TRIUMPH OF WINE, | . 


No attribute divine, 


Had he his bow, till Bacchus ſtrung, 
And dipp'd his darts in wine? 
Till old Silenus plung'd the boy, 
In nectar from the vine, 
Then love that was before a toy, i 


Became the ſource of mortal j joy, 


The urchin ſhook his dew y wi 975 
And careleſs levell'd 8 an kings, 
Such power has mighty wine. | 


When 


When Theſeus on the naked ſhore, 


Not ſhe indeed, her fleeting Love 


He thought her all his own, 
But hotteſt love will ſooneſt cloy, 
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Fair Ariadne left, 
D'ye think ſhe did her fate deplore, 
Or her fine locks or boſom tore, 
Like one of hope bereft; 


From mortal turns divine; 
And as gay Bacchus, tygers move, 
His car aſcends amidſt a grove ng 
Of vines, "ſurrounded by a throng, | = -- 
Who lead the jolly pair along, = 
Almoſt half gone with wine. . 8 
Ma'am Helen loved the Phrygian boy, = 


He ne'er had brought her ſafe to troy 
But for the wife of Thone ; 

She, merry goſſip, mix'd a cup 
Of tipple right divine, | 

To keep Love's flagging ſpirits up, 

And Helen drank it every ſup; 

This liquor is, mongſt learned elves, 

Nepenthe call'd, but *twixt ourſelves 
*T was nothing more than wine. 


Of Lethe and its flowery brink, 
Let muſty poets prate, 


Where thirſty ſouls are ſaid to drink, 7 : 


That never they again may think, 
Upon their former fate; 5A 
Os | 


u 
What is there in this fouleſs lot, 

I pray you, ſo divine, | 
Grief finds the palace and the cot, 
Which for a time were well forgot; 
Come here then in our Lethe ſhare, 
The true oblivion of your care, 

Is only found in wine. 


; KATE, 

PWAS neat a ſea-beat rock reclin'd 
The beauteous lovelorn Kate; 

She had no friend to ſooth her mind, 

But mourn' d her hapleſs fate. 


Her only love was out at ſea, 
Far from his native ſnore; NR 
In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
Leſt he return no more. 


Thus would ſhe figh the live-long day, 
For dangers he may prove; 

While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way, 
With firm unſhaken love. 


Tho' Hope oft bade her cares to ceaſe, 
And check'd the falling tear; 

Yet, ah! in vain the hours of peace 
Appear'd no Ionger near. 

So droops the primroſe in the vale, 
So fades the new-blown roſe ; 


— 


When tempeſts and rude winds aſſail, 


Their ſweets no more diſcloſe. | 
5 | Then 


„ 
Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheer | 
And ſooth thee with addreſs ; 
So may each future day appear 
One ſcene of happineſs. ö 


LOVE Is NOT A JEST. | 


AS yet a virgin in my teens, 
J liſten to each youth; 
And heard them in ſequeſter'd ſcenes 
Declare their love and truth : 
I ſmil'd alike at every tale, 
As then II do proteſt, 
I thought none ever could prevail— 
That love was all a jeſt. 


Free as the birds who gaily ſing, 
I paſs'd each coming day ; 

Like them, was ever on the wing, 
And careleſs tun'd my lay : 

Alas! too ſoon I find tis plain, 

I feel it in my breaſt; | 

Defying Cupid 1 is in vain, PE 
That love. is not a jeſt. | 


Young Colin with a charming air, 
) For tenderneſs and wit, | 
Has won my heart, I do declare, 
The pointed ſhaft has hit: | 
If he ſhould aſk, PIl give my hand, 
I will, I do proteſt ; 
Each rapture then will round expand, 
For love is not a jeſt. 
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skxE THE DAWN HOW IT RISES. 


GEE the dawn how it riſes in olden array, 
While the horn ſounds the ſummons to join 
in the cha; 
Hark! the dogs Aith the voices now welcome 
the day, 
When for ſpoyt and true concord we hunters 
embrace. 
The hounds areabroad, ſee the breaking of day, 
From the cover unkennel the fox ; 
15 Attend to the cry, hark away, hark away, 
We'll bound over mountains and rocks. 


While we ſweep o'er the dale, or the mountain 
_ aſcend, 
Or thro” rapid rivers our ſteeds boldly guide; ; 
No danger we fear that can hunting attend, 
For courage was ne'er to a ſportſman deny'd. 
The hounds are abroad, & c. 


Then leave for a while the ſoft arms of your fair? 


See 'Aurora, to tempt you, has natur 
diiplay'd ; 


| The 8 of Diana, the morning muſt ſhare, 


Then to friendſhip and love, let due tribute | \ 
be paid. b 


The hounds are abroad, &. 
 "TWAS GLORIOUS SPORT. 


| g | ; | I GW round the word diſmount, diſmount, 5 
4 While echoed by the ſprightly horn; | 


The 


1he toils and pleaſures we recount, 


4 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 


His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 


Of this ſweet health-inſpiring morn. 
N CHORUS, 
j Tuas glorious ſport, none e'er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command | 
Of the goddeſs of the chaſe. | 
And we had hunted, &c. 


The hounds were out, and ſnuff'd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd th* appointed ſpot, | 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer! f 
And preſently drew on the lot. ( 
T was glorious ſport, &c. f 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 0 
The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While ſprightiy horns reſound a call. 
T was glorious ſport, Kc. 


And while ware-haunch the huntſman cries, 


He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
T was glorious ſport, &c. 


TIE VILLAGERS. 
Dh ſnow no more is ſeen, 
N winter paſſes by ; i 
| Merry 


1 ns 1 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
Waile woodlarks pour their melody; 
J hear him! — hark! 
The merry lark, 
Calls ns to the new-mown hay, i 
Fiping to our roundelay. 


zen the golden ſun appears 
On the mountain's ſurly brow ; 
When his joily beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now. — 
Then, then, —Oh, hark! 
- + "The merry lack, 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


When the village-boy to field, 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs ; 
Feign ſhe would not ſeem to yield, _ 

Yet gets her tumble on the graſs: 

Then, then, Oh, hark! 

The merry lark, | 

yy While they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 

What are honours? What's a court ? 
Calm content is worth them all; 

Our honour lies in cudgel ſport, 

Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball. 
But then, — Oh, hark | 
The merry lark, 

Calls us to our new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


F019 1 
STERNE, AT THE TOMB OF MARIA. 
HE ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow, 
While morn unbarr'd her gate; 
Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe, 
Io mourn her hapleſs fate; 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 
Wich echo thro? the vale, 
Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 
Or Zephyr's fragrant gale. 


All might her ſhroud before her paſt, 
The owl cry'd, and raven too; 

At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
And prov'd her omens true. 

Her ſpirit's now in heaven repos'd, 
Which her ſad vigils kept! 

| Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 

Whole ſorrow never ſlept. 


vet ere I bid my laſt adieu, 
While in thy clay-cold bed ; | 

Accept the tear of friendſhip true, 
Which o'er thy grave I ſhed: 

While life remains, thy hapleſs lot, 
In mem'ry eer ſhall live; 

May'ſt thou in heav'n thoſe bleſſings prove, 
Which earth could never give. 


I KEN HE LOO'S ME WEEL. 


| BESIDE the burn the other day, 
tun d my fimple fang; 


| | Young 


£208. 4 
Young Jockey, tripping, came that way, 
And play'd his pipe alang : 
Upon the bank he took his ſeat, 
And fain a kiſs would ſteal ; 
I roſe, and quickly did retreat, 
Yet ken he loo's me weel. 


Dear Peggy, then the loon he cry'd, 
Do not my ſuit diſdain; 

Or treat wi' ſcornful airs and pride, 
An honeſt hearty ſwain : 

I've ewes and lambs, that graze the mead, 
To truth I can appeal; 

They ſhall be yours, ſweet laſs, indeed, 
If you will loo me weel. 


The ſhepherd look'd and talk'd fo ſiveet, 
Gude faith he won my heart ; 

Por pit-a-pat, I felt it beat; 

i" To frown I had no heart. 5 

W Meſs John the happy knot has ty'd, 

Content is mine II feel; 

There canna be a happier bride, 
Becauſe he loo's me well. 


Two FACES UNDER A HOOD. 


BELIEVE | me, fir, you'll find me true, 
As any girl you ever knew; 
I know no art, | 
To hide my heart ; 
And ſince with flowers firſt I ſtood, 


21 
To young or old, 
I never ſold 
Two faces under a hood. 


"Tis true, I dreſs in ſimple gown, 

And never ſaw the flaunting town, 
Where ladies ſhine 
In filks ſo fine; 

Still I think myſelf as good, 

As toaſted belle, 

Whilſt I ne'er ſell 

Two faces under a hood. 


DEAR MARY ; 
Og, Tyx Farxzwzer To OrD ENGLAND. 


FAREWEL to, old England, thy white cliffs | 
adieu | OY 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from 
| you ; DS me 
Tho * divide me as wide as the pole, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul! 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bale, 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great 


As divert my firm mind from its fond thought 
of you; | 22 | 


Farewel to old England, dear Mary adieu! 


Dear Mary, adieu ! can that ſhip go to wreck 
Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on 
the deck; | 

Nay, 


* 
« 
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Nay, many love-knots on the tops have I made» 
While guilcleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have 
play'd; 
Their {ports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 


My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee; _ 
Mor happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 


For dhe hope of return, takes the ow from— 
adien! | 


Yes! the hope of return's all the j joy of a tar; 


"Tis his compaſs, his helm, tis his guide and 
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"Tis impreſs'd on his boſom. the moment he 


5 
fails, 


It ſnortens long nights, and i it waren r 


oales';: 
The dull midnight watch it ſeods limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the 
day; | 
Wich rapture it makes his affections to burn, 
And changes adieu! into welcome return. 


ALONE BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
THE day is Ceparted, and round from the 
cloud, | 
The moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The mufic of love in our ears: 
Maria appear! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 
With the beat of the heart is in tune, 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 


Alone by the light of the moon. 
| I cannot 


1 
I cannot, when preſent, unfold what I feel; 
I figh (can a lover do more) - 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er: 
Maria, my love, do you long tor the grove, 
Do you ſigh for an interview foon ; 
Does e' er a kind thought run on mg as you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon “? 


Your name from the ſhepherds, whenever * 
hear, = 
My boſom is all in a glow; Thorn 
Your voice when it Vibentes ſo ſweet through 
mine ear, | 
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow: 
Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his boon; 
Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
AN by the . of the moon. "= 


A NEW SONG. . 


WHEN cold indifference chills the breaſt 
The lover ſighs in vain; - 

We are deaf to every fond requeſt, 

Regardleſs of his pain. 


But, O! how eaſy are we won, 
When Nature does conſpire, - 

And aids the lover, then how ſoon - 

We catch the trembling fire, 


f „ 
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Boldly to frown in vain we try, 
When love has warm'd the heart; 


Our eyes ſtill give our tongues the lye, 


nd ſay tis all but art. 


THE LAMPLIGHTER. 


'M jolly Dick the lamplighter, 
They ſay the ſun's my dad, 
And truly I believe it fir, - 
For I'm a pretty lad. 
Father and I the world delight, 
And make it look ſo gay, 
The diffqrence is—T lights by night, 
And Father lights by dax. 


But father's not the like of I, 


For knowing life and fun, 


For I ſtrange tricks and fancies ſpy, 


Folks never ſhew the ſun. 


Rogues, owls, .and bats, can't bear the light, 


Pve heard your wiſe ones ſay; 


And fo, d'ye mind, I ſees at night, 


Things never ſeen by day. 


At night, men lay afide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk; ' . 

And many a face, and many a heart, 
Will then pull off the maſk.. 

Each formal prude, and holy wight, 
Will through diſguiſe away, 

And {in it openly at nigh 


s W 


* 3 
His darling hoard the miſer views; 
Miſſes from friends decamp; ; 
And many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 
To his country —o'er his lamp. 
So Father and I —d'ye take me right, 
Are juſt on the ſame la 
I bare-fac'd ſinners light by night, 


And he falſe ſaints by day. 


A FAVOURITE SEA SONG. 


1 known what it is to face a foe, 
Where death hath laid his hundreds low, 


What *tis fatigues to undergo, 


That might appal our nature: 
Yet never was a truth more clear, 
That man's in danger, leaſt in fear, 


Whole heart can ſhed a generous tear, 


T' relieve a fellow creature. 


I've ſeen ſtout hearts of whom one wave, 

Has in a moment made a grave, 

Whoſe lives not all the world could ſave— 
Then things affect our nature; 

But not ſo much, as when the heart, 

Some ray of comfort to impart, 

Swells up a generous tear to ſtart, 
T” reheve a fellow creature. 


SMILI NG ROG. 


A Sailors life? 's a life d'ye ſee, 
That drudges late and early: 


1 126 J 
What matter's that when he's at ſea, 7 255 
"Tis grog that makes him cheerly; 
For bleſt with that no care he knows, 
His heart's with courage ftor'd; 


| *Tis all the ſame what wind that blows, 
When ſmiling grogs a-board. 


Tho' many a ſtormy night he braves, 
Yet fear cannot his courage check; 
Undaunted views the daſhing waves, 

And boldly fill he ſtands on deck; 
What fear can e'er a ſailor feel, | 
. Who ploughs the foaming hoard; . 0 

He fears not rocks that rub the keel, | | \ 
4 When ſmiling grogs a-board. 3 
IJ be ſails are ſet, the can goes round, 
| The helm at watch is ſhifted ; 

The lead i is heav'd, the bank is found, 
I.)he ſhip by ſeas is drifted, 

What dangers now await the crew, | 
She's turning out the freight ſhe ſtor'd : 
| Yet highly pleas'd the merry Lew, es 
When {ſmiling grog's a-board. N 


The ſhip ſhe works, the helm's 1 85 
The ſea beats o'er the weather bow, 
The pump's at taſk, the leak is free, 
She rights, my boys, juſt now : 
With eager ftretch the ſails are clear, 
She's near the port well ſtor' d 
Drink now, my hearts, the ſhore i is near, 
For ſmiling grog 's a- board. 


HUNTIN G 


— ̃ 

5 - HUNTING. SONG. 

H ARK the ſweet horn proclaims afar, - | 
Againſt the ſtag, the mimic war; 


While future heroes hearts rebound, -. 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound. 


1 


The warlike genius of our iſle, 
Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 
In echoes gives the chaſe applauſe, | 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe: 
Where'er the devious chaſe may bend, 
Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend; _ 1 
And bids us, as her pleaſures riſe, 
meh: the nn which we! 9 1 FR3Þ 


GEN IF THE ROSE. . | | 
HE roſe' had been waſt'd, Juſt waſt'd op 
| a ſhower, ' 
That Mary to Anna convey's;:. 10 


The plentiful moiſture encumber'd te flower, 
nd weigh'd down its beautiful head. 


The cup was all fd, and the leaves were e all 
| wet,” | , 
And it ſola to my fanciful view, 

To weep for the bud it had left with regret , 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 


I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfit as it was, 

For a noſegay fo dripping and drown'd, 
And ſwinging it rudely, too rudely, alas! 
1 inapp'd it it fell to the ground. 


: And 
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And ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the pitileſs part, 


Some act by the delicate mind, 
Regardleſs of wringing or breaking a heart, 
Already to ſorrow reſign'd. 


This elegant roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, 


Might have bloom'd with the owner awhile ; 
And the tear that is wip'd with a little addreſs, 
May be follow'd, perhaps, with a ſmile. 
QUEEN MARY's LAMENTATION. 

I Sigh and lament me in vain, 

* Theſe walls can but echo my moan, 

Alas! how if increaſes my pain, 
When I think on the 3 that are gone. 


Thro' the grate of my priſon, I ſee 


The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with deſpair, 


Above, tho? oppreſt by my fate, 
_ I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Tho? fortune has alter d my ftate, 
She near can ſubdue me to thoſe; 
Falſe woman in ages to come, 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be, 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 


Some heart ſtill will ſorrow for me. 
Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, 


With filence and ſolitude dwell, 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, | 


How ſad tolls the evening bell; 
'The 


hn. a 


ee ee 


Chhriſtian warriors all adore him; 
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The owls from the battlements ery, | 
Hollow wind ſeems to murmur around, ' 
O Ay HL prepare thee to die— | 
ood it runs cold at the ſound. [ 
TRUE JOY IS DRINKING. 


LET the Sultan Saladine, | | 

Play the rake in Palatine; * 
While be claims his ſubjects duty, EN 
He's himſelf a ſlave to beauty! = 
Wearing baſer chains than they, 3 
Well, every man muſt have his way; —  "_ 
But to my poor way of thinking, 
True joy is drinking. 


1 
Cœur de Leon loves the wars, | .- 
=- 


Richard's joy is blows and ſcars; 
Conquer'd Pagans fly before him, 


Watching, marching, night and day, ..- 
Well! well! well! well! 9 - 
Every man muſt have his way; 9 
But to my poor way of thinking, — 
True joy is drinking. a | _ i 
You too, pilgrims, love your trade, 
You recruit the bold cruſade; 
Making zealots croſs the ocean, 
In a fit of fierce devotion : 
Pilgrim's love to faſt and pray, 
Well; well! well! well! 
Every man muſt __ his way 3 
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True joy is drinking. 


ONE BOTTLE MORE. 


ASST me ye lads, who have hearts free | 
from guile, | 

To fing in the praiſes of old Ireland's iſle, 

Where true hoſpitality opens the door, 

And Friendſhip detains us for one bottle more, 

Arrah! one bottle more, &a. 


Ar Cad p s, in Church-Street, I ſing of a ſet 
Of fix Iriſh blades who together were met, 
Four bottles a piece made us call for our ſcore, 
Then nothing remained but one bottle more. 

Arrah! one bottle more. 


Our bill being paid, we were loth to depart, 
For Friendſhip had grappl'd each man by the 

heart, x 
Where the leaſt touch you know. makes an 
Iriſhman roar. 


And a whack from Shillelah brought fix bottles 
more. 1 
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Arrah! fix e more. 


Slow Phoebus now-ſhone thro? our windows ſo 
bright, 

Quite happy to ſee her dear ſons of the night; 
So we parted with hearts neither ſorry nor ſore, 
Reſolv d the next night to drink twelve bottles 


Arab! twelve bottles more. 
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So old England your taunts on our country 
forbear, 


With our bulls and our brogues, we are true 


and ſincere, 
For if but one bottle remains in our * 2g 
We have . generous hearts to drink THAT 


bottle more. 
| Arrah! THAT bottle more. 


THE SAILOR” 8 ALLEOCORx. | 


LI FE's like a ſhip in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low 
Where ev'ry one muſt brave the ocean, 
Whatſoever wind may blow): 
If unaſſail'd by ſquall or ſnower, 
Wafted by the gentle gales; 
Let's not loſe the fav'ring hour, 
While ſucceſs attends our ſails. 


Or, if the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, 
Let us not give way to fear; | 
But let us all our patience muſter, 
And learn from reaſon, how to ſteer: 
Let judgment keep you ever fteady, 
*Tis a ballaſt never fails; 
Should dangers riſe, be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling ſails. 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
While your veſſels under way, 
Let good example bear dominion, . 
That's a compaſs will not ſtray : 
G 2 When 
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When thund'ring tempeſt's make you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas on the ſurface rails; 
Loet good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the fails. 


Then, when you're ſafe from danger, riding } 
In ſome welcome port or bay ; 5 
Hope be the anchor you confide in, 
And care awhile enſlumber'd lay; 
Or, when each can's with liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 
Let each true heart with rapture glowing, | 
Drink ſucceſs unto our ſails. þ 


ALAS! HE STOLE MY HEART AWAY. 


WHEN rural lads and laſſes gay, . #7 
Proclaim the birth of roſy May; ——— 

When round the May-pole on the green, 1 
The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen, = 
*T'was there young Jocky met my view, 
His like before J never knew— | 
He pip'd ſo ſweet and danc'd fo gay, 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. 


At eve, when cakes and ale went round, 
He plac'd him next me on the ground, 
With harmleſs mirth, and pleatng zeſt, 
He ſhone more bright than all the reſt ; 
He talk'd of love, and preſs'd my hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch a youth withſtand, 


Well 
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ell 


; © © ns 
Well pleas'd I heard what he cou'd ſay, 


Alas! he talk'd my heart away. 


And he pip'd fo ſweet and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas! he ſtole my heart away. 


He often heav'd a tender ſigh, 
While rapture ſparkled in his eye, 
So winning was his face and air, 

It might the coldeſt heart enſnare, 
But when he aſk'd me for his bride, 


I promis'd ſoon, and ſoon comply'd ; 


What nymph on earth could fay him nay, 


His charms muſt teal all hearts away. 


And he pip'd fo ſweet and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas ! he ſtole my heart away. | 


THE DEAR POSSESSOR OF MY HEART. 


THE dear poſſeſſor of my heart 

Is full of tenderneſs and truth, - 
His mind he ſpeaks devoid of art— 
And I'll reward the worthy youth. 


In mutual love the joy how great, 


What pleaſing raptures fill each mind, 
Zach wiſh with tenderneſs replete, 
Moſt pure, unſullied, and unkind. 


Ye tuneful birds that hail the ſpring, - 
Ve flow'rets all your ſweets diſplay, 
Your choiceſt notes and perfumes bring, 
To greet us on the bridal day. 
ied, 4 THE 
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THE GOLDEN DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN BESS. 
Fo mx muſe give attention, and deemi it-not amyſ- 
tery 


Tf we jumble together muſic, poetry and hiſtory ; 
The times to diſplay in the reign of Queen Beſs, fir, 
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O the golden days of good Queen Beſs, 
Merry be the memory of good Queen Beſs, 


| thatch'd, fir, 

Our windows.were lattic'd, and our doors only latch'd, 
fir, 

Yet ſo few were the folks that would plunder, or rob, 
fir, 

That the hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, fir. 
O the golden days, &c, 


Bags laugk'd at the bugbears of dons and armadas 


vadoes ; | 

Tor we knew how to manage both the muſket and the 
bow, fir, 

And cou d bring down a Spaniard juſt as eaſy as a crow. 


© the golden days, &c. 


Then our great men were good, and our good men 
were great, fir, 
And the props of the nation were the pillars of the 


| ſtate, fir, 
Marry went the milk-clack, the ſhuttle, and the 
plough, fir, 
and honefi men could live by the Fuat their brows 
» 


O the golden days, &c. 
Then 


Whoſe name and whoſe "_—_— poſterity may bleſs, 


Then our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes were 


Mith their gunpowder puffs, and their bluſtering bra» 


And would eat a fall pound of beef. Feats for their 


. — „„ 


Bright examples of glory to us that ſarvive, fr, 


E 15s } 
Then the folks every Sunday, went twice 2 day to 
church, fr, 
Nor ever left the Par ſom or his fermor, in os ch, Ar; 
As they judged that the Sunday was a day to be good in, 
And thought it Sabbath» breaking if they din'd with- 
out 2 PRs; 


© the golden in EC. 


Then the ladies wore ruffs tied round about the: neck 
MA, 


breakfaſt x 
With a cloſe pinch' d- up eng that their noddles juſt 

wour'd fit, fir, 
They Iook'd truſs d up as ekt 4s 2 rabbit fon the ſpit. 

fr, * | 
O the zoTderr days, &. 


Then doublets and jerkins and yellow worked hoſe, fir, 
And à2 large pair of whiſkers, was the dreſs of aur 

. beaus, fir: 
Strong beer they prefer to etaret or to kock, fir, 
And no paultry they priz'd like the wing of am ox, fir 
© the golden days, &c. 


Good neighbourhood was then as plenty as goed beef, 

fir, . lief, fir ; 

And the poor, from the rich never went without 12 
The pillars of the fate: the crown well ſupported, 

And our powerful alliance by all powers was courted, 
| O the golden days, &e. 


Thus renown'd 25 they Uv“ d alt the days of their 
hves, fir, 


May we their deſcendants purfue the fame way fr, 
That KrnG Gzorc?, like Queen Beſs, 4807 non tris . 
lan days, fir. 
CHORUS. 
And may a long and Taſting reign of e fcre ia. 
Make his name eclipſe the fame of good Queen ke. 


te 1 
THE GOLDEN DAYS WE NOW POSSESS. 
JN praiſe of Queen Beſs lofty ſtrains have been TY 
fir, [fir; 
And her fame has been echo'd by old and by young, 
But from times that are paſt we'll now turn our eyes, 
fir, 
As the times we poſſeſs, tis but wiſdom to prize, fir, 
CHORUS, | BY 
Then let us praiſe the golden days we now poſſeſs, 
Whatſoever were the days of good Queen Beſs. 
Without armies to combat, or armada's to withſtand, 
; fir, 
Our foes at our feet, and the ſword in our hand, fir, 


ſea fir, 


Such are the golden days we now poflels, 
Whatſoever, &c. 


V9 bigots rule the roaſt now with perſerution dire, fir» 
Flaming zeal now no more heaps the faggot on the 
fire, fir; 


Or barbacue a Pagan, like a pig, for religion, fir, 
Such are &c. 


No legendary ſaint robs the lab'rer of one day, 
Except now and then, when he celebrates St. Monday; 
And good folks, now the ſabbath, keep without any 
pother, fir, 

By walking in at one church door, and dealing out 
at t'other, ſir, Such are &c, 


The dreſs of our ladies too, is now theironly care, fir, 
'Tho' farthingales and ruffs, are rather out of wear, fir, 
And when truſs'd up like rabbits, whether fat, lean, 
or plump, fir, 

No matter, ſo they've got a merry-thought and rump, 
fir, Such are &c. 


Such 


Laſting peace we ſecure; while we're lords of the 


And cur ſtout wooden walls : are our ſure guarantee, fir, 


No biſhop now can broil a poor Jew like a pigeon, fir, 


3 

Such promontories ſure may be deem'd inacceflibles, 

As our ſmall cloaths by prudes, are pronounc'd in- 
expreſſibles; fir. 

Then the taſte of our beaus twere a folly to diſpute, 

As they ride in their flippers and walk about in 


boots, ' fir, Such are kc, 
Our language is refined too, from what it was ſo 
yore, fir, ſbore, fir; 


As a ſhoe ſtring's the dandy, and a buckle's quite a 

And if rais'd from the dead, it wou'd ſure poze the 
noddle, ſir, 

Of a Shakeſpere, to tell, what's the tippy, or the 
twaddle, fir. Such are kc, 


Then what heroes of old, can equal in ſtory, ſir, 
Thoſe two ſtately pillars, a whig and a tory, fir ; 
Tho' in ſhifting their ground, they ſometimes are ſo 
wrong, ſir, | 
They forget to which ſide of the houſe they belong, ſir. 
Such are &c, 


Then for props of the nation, we ſurely have to 


boaſt, ſir, | ſpoſt, firs 

Tho' the proudeſt of pillars has been ſhaken by 2 

May the firm friends of freedom every virtue inhe- 

rit, ſir, Lür. 

And our foes be advanc'd to the poſt that they merit, 
Then ſhall the golden days we now poſſeſs, 

Far ſurpaſs the boaſted days of good Queen Beſs. 


And as the name of Brunfwick, claims duty, love, 
and awe, fir, | 
Before a Plantaganet, a Tudor, or Naſſau, fir ; 


Let the ſceptre be.ſway'd by the Sox, or the 818 E, fir, 
May their face rule this land, till the globe is on 


fire, ir, 
And all their future days be crown'd with glory 
and ſucceſs, 
And make their fame eclipſe n name of good 


Quzxn BEss. | 
G5 LOVE 
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 EOVE AND PRUDENCE. 3 
HO p prudence will always cry nay. 

When Strephon ſues for the kiſs ; 
Vet 1 I meet in the way, 
Tis love that anſwers with yes! f 
Yes, yes, yes, Ves, Fes, yes, yes, yes, } 
Love, love, tis love that anſwers with yes! 
Es love that anſwers with yes. 


When love in fond ſtrains would perſuade, 
From both my parents to go; 
Then prudence, that old faſhion'd maid, 
Steps in, and anſwers with no! 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
Still, ſtill, yet ſtill, ſhe anſwers with nol | | 
We Yet fill ſhe anſwers with no! 
Wen kneeling, my ſwain fondly prays, 
hat hour my hand to beftow ; 

Luhe men are all falſe prudence ſays, 
And bids me anſwer with no! 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
Still, ſtill, yet ſtill, ſhe anſwers with no? 
0 Vet ſtill the anſwers with no! 

ut cruelty who ſhould: enforce ? 

[7 Shall Cupid forfeit his bliſs ? 

i Tho! prudence cries no till ſhe's hoarſe, 
Vet love wilt conquer with yes 
Tes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, 

1 Love, love, and love, will conquer with yes! 
re will conquer with yes {1 
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| FROM NIGHT TILL MORT. 
| FROM night till morn I take my glaſs, 
| In hopes to forget my Chloe; 
Bat tho? 7 take — pleaſing draught, 
N Shes ne'er the leſs before me. 
) Ahl no, no, no, wine cannot cure 
The pain J endure for my Chloe. 
To wine I flew to eaſe the pain 
Her beauteous charms: created; 
But wine more firmly bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated. = 
Ah * no, no, no, &c. 
TRE ROSE THO A BEAUTIFUL. BED. 
THE roſe, tho? a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to Phillis's bloom; 
And the breeze from the bean- flower bed, 
'Fo her breath's but a feeble perfume. 


The dew-drop ſo Iimpid and gay, 
4 That Tooſe en the violet lies; 
FTho' brighten'd by Phœbus's ray, 
Wants luſtre, compar'd to her cyes. 
A lilly I pluckt in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with her's to compare, 


And fooliſſily thought, till I try'd, 
The flowret was equally fair. 


While thus I went on in her praiſe, 
My Phillis paſs'd ſportive along: 
Ye by, © covet no. bays — 
She ſmil'd a N * my bg 
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POOR JACK. | | 


( patter to lubbers and ſwabs, do you ſee, 


Bout danger, and fear, and the like 
Atight water- boat, and good ſea- room give me 
And it e'nt to a little Il ſtrike ! 
Tho' the tempeſt top-gallant-maſt ſmack 
ſmooth ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 


Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bowſe . 


eyery Fang BN tight, 
And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſcud. 


Avaſt! nor don't think me a milk-ſop ſo ſoft, 
To be taken for trifles a-back ; [aloſt— | 


For they ſay, there's a ProviDence fits up 
To keep watch for the life of Pook Jack. 


Why, I heard the good Chaplain palaver one 
| 
About ſouls —hegven—mercy—and ſuch ; 
And, my eee what lingo he'd cpil and 
belay 


Why, "was juſt all as one as High Dutch. 


But, he faid how a {parrov « can't founder, d'ye 


ſee, 
Without orders that come 1 below; 


And many fine things, that prov'd clearly tome, 


That PRovipence takes us in tow. [| ſo oft 
I or, ſays he, do you mind me, let ſtorms e'er 
Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, 
There's a ſweet little cherub. fits perched aloſt, 
To keep watch for—the life of Poο Jack. 
1 ſaid 


— — 


— . IR 
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1 ſaid to our Poll (for you ſee ſhe would cry) 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, | 
What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your oye * 
Why, what a damn'd fool you muſt be! 
Cant't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room 
for us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſnore; 
And if to old Davy I go, my dear Poll, 
Why, you never will hear of me more! 
What then! — all's a hazard come, don't be 
ſo ſoft 
Perhaps I may laughing come back; 
For d'ye ſee, there's a cherub ſits ſmiling aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 


Dy' e mind me, a failor ſhould be ev'ry inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 


And with her brave the world, without off*ring 


to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 
As to me, in all weathers, all times, tides, and 
ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings ;— 
My heart is my Pol; and my rhinomy friends; 
And as for my life, —*tis my King 11 | 
E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me 
| ſo ſoft, 
As with grief to be taken a- back 
The ſame little cherub, that ſits up aloft, 
W in look out a e birth for Poog Jack! 


"THE 
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THE SWEET LITTLE ANGEE 5 q 


A Szqvaz To Poor Jack. 


WHEN Jack parted from me to plough the Pi 
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15 ſalt deep, 
0 Alas! I mayn't ſee him again! 1A 
In ſpite of his talking, I could not but weep 
To help it I'm ſure was in vain: | B 
Then he broke from my arms, and bid me 
farewel, T 


. Saying, Poll, come, my ſoul, it won't do; 
So dy'e hea, avaſt whining and ſobbing, my 
1 

"Fis £ fooliſh nonſenſe in you: 

I could not help thinking that Jack was in right, 

From ſomething that whiſper'd, dy'e ſee— 

There's a ſweet little angel that fits out of ſight, 

Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me. 


Yet while he's at diſtance, each thought 1s. 
employ'd, 

And nought can delight me on ſhore ; . 

J fancy at times, that the ſhip is deſtroy'd, 
And Jack I ſhall never ſee more: 

But then its but fancy! that angel above, 

Who can; do ſuch a wonder of things, 

I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo t6 myſelf I thus ſings: 

What matters repining, my heart ſhall be Tight, | 
For ſomething” that whiſpers, dy'e ſee— 
There” sa ſweet little angel that ſits out of fight, 
Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me. | 


[ 1 6 1 
But ſhould that ſweet angel, wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack, - 
Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah! never, no never come back : 
But oh! it can't be, he's too good and too kind, 
| To make the ſalt-water his grave; 
And why ſhould I then each tale-teller mind, 
Or dread ev'ry turbulent wave: 
Beſides, I will never kind Providence ſlight, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſce— 
There's a ſweet little angel that fits out "of ſight, 
Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me. 


THE BUMPKIN NO FOOL. 
HAT thof I be a country clown, 
For all the fuſs that you make, 
One need not to be born in town, 
To know what two and two make. 
'Squire Fop there thinks his empty pate 
Worth all ours put together, 
But how can that have any weight 
That's only made of feather... 
hen duont ye be ſo proud, d'ye ſee, 
It *ent a thing that's ſuiting ! 
Can one than t'other better be, 
When both are on footing. 


ö 


Now here's a man who ſeas and land 


Has dreamt that he can croſs over, 
That all the world's at his command, 

For he's a great philoſopher; 
That to each ſecret he no bars DE. 
'Ee'r 
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Fer finds, but can unlock it, : 
And conjure down the moon and ſtars, | 
And put them in his pocket : [1 
But when you've caught him where's the prize 
So mighty to the getter ; | 
For ſartin he can a 4 us wiſe, - 
But can he make us better. 


My lady there, becauſe ſhe's dreſs'd | 
In lappets, frils, and flounces, N 
See how with pride her flutt'ring breaſt 

Throbs, heaves, and jumps, and bounces. 
And then, *tis ſaid, they makes a face 
New ſpick and ſpan each feature, 
As if they thought that a diſgrace 
That's ready made by nature: 
The money for a head ſo high, 
Such ſcollops and ſuch carving, 
Would keep an honeſt family # 
A month or more from ſtarving. 


As for the doctors and their pill, 
Odds waunds I can't endure them, 
For fartin they their patients kill 
More oftner than they cure them. 
And as for maſter poet here, 
Who writes for {24x and glory, 
J thinks as he's a little queer, 
Poor ſoul, in the upper ftory. 
I've yet another wipe to ſpare, 
For waunds I'II give no quarter, 
Next time you'd find a fool, take care 
Vu do not catch a tarter, 


I 26 }Þ 
HENRY, 


MY heart from my boſom wou'd fly, 
And wander, oh ! wander afar, 
Reflection bedews my ſad eye, 
For Henry is gone to the war. 
Oh! ye winds to my Henry bear 
One drop—let it fall on his breaſt— 

The tear, as a pearl he will wear, 

| And I, in remembrance, be bleſt, 


e prize 


In vain ſmiles the glittering ſcene, 
In vain blooms the roſeat flow'r, 
The ſunſhine of April's not ſeen, 
I have only to do with the ſhower, 
Oh! ye winds, &c, 


Ye winds that have borne him away, k 
Reſtore my dear youth to my arms; 
Reſtore me to ſunſhine and day 
Tis vight—till my Henry returns. 
Oh! ye winds, & c. 


THE ROSE BUD, 


1 OUISA ſee that budding roſe, 

How bright beneath the buſh it blows ! 
How ſafely there it lurks conceal'd, 
How quickly blaſted when reveal'd. 


The ſun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze; 
A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſkies, _ 
And all the bluſhing x radiance dies. 


inces. 
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Then guard, my fair, your charms divine, 
And check the fond deſire to ſhine, . 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure 
Reſt hear more happy, more ſecure. 


| EVERY INCH A SAILOR. 

HE wind blew hard, the ſea ran TOY 
The dingy ſcud drove croſs the ſky, 
All was ſafe ſtow'd, the bowl was flung, 
When careleſs thus Ned Haulyard n 

A ſailor's life's the life for me, 

He takes his duty merrii :/ 

If winds can whiſtle, he can ſing, 

Still faithful to his friend and King 
He gets beloy'd by all the ſhip, 

And toaſts his girl, and drinks his flip. 


Down topſails, boys, the gale comes on, 
To ſtrike top-gallant yards they run; 
And now to hand the ſail prepar'd, 
Ned cheerful ange upon the yard 
4 ſailor's life, Kc. 


A leak 1 a leak !—come, lads, be bold, 
There's five feet water in the hold;. 
Eager on deck ſee Haulyard jamp, 
And, hark ! while working at the p 
A failo””s life. &c. 


And ſee, the veſſel nought can ſave, 
She ſtrikes and finds a wat'ry grave; 
Yet Ned, preſerv'd with a few more, 
Sings as he treads a foreign ſhore— - | 
| A ſailor's life, c- 


1 
ne, nd now unnumber'd perils paſt, 
. n land as well as ſea, at laſt, 
n tatters, to his Poll at home, 


dee honeſt Hanſyare ſinging come 
A ſailors' life &C. 


Vet for poor Haulyard, what diſgrace ! 
Poll ſwears ſhe never ſaw his face 


e d her for a faithleſs ſhe, 


d, ſinging, goes again to ſea. | 
1 W | 5 A ſailor's life, ge. 


| 


I WAS D'YE SEE A WATERMAN. 


WAS, d'ye ſee, a waterman, 

As ſpruce and tight as any; 
rom Horſleydown, to Richmond town, 
I turn'd an honeſt penny: 
one could of fortine's favours brag 
More than could lucky I; 

y cot was fnug, well fd my cag. 
With grunter in my ſtye. 

ith boſom light, and wherry tight, 
1 cheerfully did row; ; 

And to complete this princely life, 

Sure never man had friend and wife 
Like my Poll and my partner Joe. 


. 


roll'd in joys like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near careſs'd me; 
ill who is me; ſo lubberly, 
The failors came and preſs d me; 
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| How could I all theſe pleaſures leave ? 


How with my wherry part ? 
I never ſo took on to grieve, 
It wrung my very heart. 


But when on board they gave the word 


To foreign parts to go, 
T ru'd the moment I was born, 
That ever I ſhould thus be torn 


From my Poll and my partner Joe. 


I did my duty manfully 
While on the billows rolling; 
And night or day could find the way 
Blindfold to the main-top-bowling. 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Qaickſands and gales of wind 
I brav'd, in hopes to meet again 
Thoſe joys I left behind. 
In chmes afar, midſt hotteſt war, 
Pour'd broadſides on the foe ; 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my ſide attentive fat 
My Poll and my partner Joe. 
At length it pleas'd his Majeſty, 
To give peace to our nation; | 
When Fonef hearts, from foreign parts, 
Came home for conſolation ; 


Like lightning (for I felt new life 


When freed from war's alarms), 
I ruſh'd and found my friend and wife 
Lock'd in each other's arms: 
Yet fancy not I bore my lot 


149 ] 
Tame, like a lubber—- no; 
For, finding I was fairly trick'd, 
Plump to the devil I boldly kick'd 
My Poll and my partner Joe. 


ILA PAUVRE NANNETTE, 
"TY CUOPHD, cruel knave of hearts, 
Fond beguiler of the fair, 
Hear a novice in thy arts, 
Save a damſel from deſpair, 
Pity me, oh! pity me, 
Shall I take him, or forſake him, 
Shall I own his power yet : 
Love diſtract me, duty racks me, 
La PAUvRER NAN NETTE. 
Cupid, whiſper in his ear 
| All the anxious cares I feel, 
Let my glowing bluſh declare. 
What my boſom wou'd conceal. 
| Pity me, oh! pity me, &c. 
Yet inconſtant ſnou'd he prove, 
All my tender hopes are vain, 
Henry, frowns upon my love, 
NaN NETTE, ne'er can ſmile again. 
Pity me, oh! pity me, &c. 
| FAVORITE GLEE FOR THREE VOICES, 
FE V'RY hour a pleaſure dies, | ; 
| What is thought but nurſe of ſorrow ; 
He that wiſhes to be wiſe, 


Lives to day, and mocks to-morrow. | 
Y A NEW 


I azo 1 
A NEW NEGRO SONG. 


WY be one poor ſlave, brought into Barbado, þ 
Ven one pickaninny, ſuch de cruel trado; 


fr" 


9 


Mow chain'd ke PE horſe, 4920 de weder hot, 
Vipt along de road, poor ego go to pot; 
If me faint or dying, ſtill along muſt go; 
Devil take de driver, him always ſerve me ſo. 


If me ſtay at home, ſtill me run about, ſir, 
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All de night and day, me be toiling, moiling, 
Never can be reſt, but ever ſweat and broiling; 
Me poor negro, black all dats hard be trying, 

White man uſe me ſo, me with dat I vas dying. 


e 


* = vo 
© * 
* 8 


Dey no let me reſt, dey for black man no care, 3 


Now up, now down, now kick, now vip, now i 


3 in and out ſir; 

1 My maſſa ſwear, my miſſa ſcold, if I no come 
1 de faſerr [ 
1 J could not be uſed vorſe, if old nick he was 
75 my maſſa. 

1 De pickaninnies too, de littel boy and miſs, fir, 
1 De laugh and call me name, and tump me wit 
FE dere fis, fir ; 

If Yet me muſt not complain, poor negro muſt 
endure it, 


Alas! a wella-day, dere be no means to cure it. 


4 


How me vetch and carry, now go here and dere, 


1 1 J 
" RULE BRITANNIA, 


rbado, HEN Britain firſt, at ketver'h command, | Y 
of Aroſe from out the azure main, 6 
& Arole, & e. 15 
his was the chafter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain — 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 


Foc, For Britons never will be ſlaves. 
ot ; e nations not ſo bleſt as thee, _ 
E Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall; 
ne ſo. Muſt, &c. 
ſir, Whilſt chou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh preat 
, now and free, 
'The dread and envy of them all. 
come | | Rule Britannia, &c. . 
ef Sit! more mazeli malt thou riſe, | 
aaa More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
| More, &c. 
, fir, Ws the loud blaſt, that tears the ſkies, 
e wit Serves bur to root thy native oak. _ 
* WW. Rule Britannia, &c. 
muſt 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
re it. Ali their attempts to bend thee down 3 
All their, &c. : 
ling, ill but arouſe, arouſe thy gen 'rous flame, 
ing; | And work thetr woe, and thy renown. 


| Rule Britannia, &. 
ing. if * 1 To 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; 
Thy cities, &c. Wa 

And thine ſhall be, ſhall be ha ſubject m l 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. -/ +»; 7 

Rule Britannia, &e. 


The W ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Shall to, &c. 

Bleſ iſle ! with beauties, with matchleſs. bear 

ties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britania, Britannia rule the wave; 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


MARY T HE MAID OF THE MILL, 


2 rn 


JIE dew-drops that hang on the Re” 


The tears ſhone on Mary's fair cheek ; 


When William, to face our proud foes, 


War and danger undaunted would ſeek. 
He preſs'd her white hand with a ſigh, 
hen cry'd, ſtill remember poor Wills | 
For conſtant I'll be, live or die, . 
To Mary the maid of the mill. | 


Sad tidings too ſoon were convey'd, 
That William in battle was ſlain ; 
And many that lov'd the fair maid, 
Now. ventur'd to tell their ſoft pain. 
The 'ſquire would have made her his bride, 
But ſtill ſhe remember'd poor Will, 


nnr — 


Till his death he was conſtant, ſhe ery'd, 


And ſo ſhall his maid of the mill, 


nes 


* make 


Is cee 


ſs. be 


bride, 
„d, 


a wave: | 
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ile his death the ſad Mary had m6urn'd d, 
Great fame he'd atchiev'd in the wars 3 


With riches and honour return'd, 


He wip'd from her eye the ſalt tears: 
Then led her to church as his wife, 
Jo repay her true love for poor Will * 
Now joy and delight cheer the life 

Of Mary the maid of the mill. 


LOGAN BRAES: 


Burg Logan ſtream that rin ſa deep, 
Fu aft wi glee I've hurded ſheep, 
Hurded ſheep, or gather'd ſlaes, 
Wi my dear lad on Logan Braes. 
Hurded ſheep, &e. 


But woes my heart, thoſe days are gane, 
And I wi grief maun herd my lane; 
While my dear lad muſt face his faes; 
Far, far, frae me and Logan Braes. 


Hurded ſheep, Ke, 


Noa ate an lick will be 
Atween the es meet wi me 
ee wi = * it's aut , þ 
anvoy me ae an | 
x | _ ded ſheep, Ec. 
Well may I fing thoſe days are gane, 
Fra kirk; or fair I came alane{ _ 
While my dear lad muſt face his faes, 
Far, Me fe; me, and Logan Braes. 
| arded Heep, & 
2 „ WER 15 
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| I'll weep, III weep 
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1255 COLIN AND LAURA. 

F AIR Laura on the banks of dee, 

At eve renew'd her fong, 

My Colin ſoon return to me, 
Ye hours fly ſwift away. 

Gay hopes the tedious Morn beguiles, 
Noon brings no joy to me; 

The Evening ſighs I hide in fmiles, 
Till I my Colin fee. 


On Zephyr's wings her accents glide; 
The youth appear'd in view; 

Be ſtill my heart, ſweet Laura der, 
f to her Colin fen. 

The joy that triumph'd in each heart, 

Each other's eyes reveal; 

For breait-hke' theirs devoid of ant, 
Cou'd, not one thought conceal... 


7 Alu. ADIED, MMV Love. 
EU, adieu, my love, my wa 


Poor Jack, poor Jack, you fled 
*Tis cruel Death that made us part, 
Alack, alack, and well a- day. 8 


Farewel, farewel, dear ſoul, dear youth, 
or Jack, your'e ſnatch'd wy, 


"Po6#} Jack, 
By cruel : s devouring tooth, 
Alack, alack, and — 


, alk night, alf day, 


"> 


For Jack,” for Rex, "that's fled: 1 ae 


This tribure to his mem'r pay, 
Alack, alack, and . 


** 
J 
| 
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3 PATT'S OATH AT HIGHGATE. 
No driving thro? Highgate I ſtopp'd agood 
_ : N white in't, | 
This volun'try oath forc'd to take there my 
KF dear ; | 


But when that I ſwore, I pray'd all to be ſilent, 
a And nothing but ſilence, O faith, cou'd you 
74 hear. | | 
What numbers where gather'd all alone, fir 
"3 || © So gaily the landlord took care of my little 
I  Shillelagh; 9 5 F 
While I call'd for drink as I always do daily, 


2 


* 


you ſee. : 5 
Before now I ſpoke why I ſaid to my friend, fir, 
Take hold of that tanka:d and give it to me, 
or e're I begin, I muſt make a good end, fir, 
And faith ſure enough I the bottom did ſee. 
ow all on the top of the coach took their places, 
While thoſe that were inſide put outſide their 


=P faces; 
1 And our number divided together increaſes, 
Por the ſake of Patt's oath, faith and troth, do 
| „Jen ee c 3 
ay | . ö ; 
** I fear when I've beer that I'll never drink 
2 Water, ä | 
: | Except the weak ſtuff is quite ſtrong in a bow]; 
171 I'll never court mother before her ſweet daughter, 


But when its behind her I kiſs the young ſoul. 
H 2 


To 


O a duck loves to ſwim, faith and troth, do 
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ſir; 
Pl git up and move that we all ſhall fit till, fir, 
On as Patrick's my judge, faith and troth, do 
you ſee. 


When ſerious I never will joke I declare, fir, 
Nor ever be backward to any one's face; 
And when that behind me I ſee a ſweet fair, fir, 

O faith I'll walk on and give her the firſt place. 
And when in the dark I percieve a ſweet crea- 
ture, 


Tourn'd out in the ſtreets, and by fortune's u. 


nature; | 
In plentiful want fir, O faith I will teach 3 
That Patt has a heart, faith and troth, do you ſee. 


But to make ſhort my oath I muſt add tho” I'm 
married, | 
My friends in diſtreſs I wal: never foriake.* 
Tho! bored my own ſelf allthe way to be carreid. 
I'd walk fifty miles the wretch happy to make. 
But if ever I ſee a young fellow backbite me, 
Tho? twenty leagues off by the ſun that doth 
light me; 


I never will quite him until he doth fight me, 
And there's a big oath, faith and troth, do you ſee. 


way STEALS FROM MY BOSOM THAT SIGH? 


WHY. fleats from my boſom that figh? _ 
Why fix'd is my gaze on the Cone ? 


To let a jug ſtand going round I ne'er will, firs 
And when we are empty after drinking our fill, 


Come 


+ COVERED 
+ on 
= 3 


a — n » — 3 Ig Wee _ 2 | 
n ey in BEES 25 E 
- ONE LPR * 0 


i 
* 


L firs 
xr fill, | 


P PS 
TS oat wy 


bz 
. 
5 
5 
'N 
+3 


— 


She 1s ſoft as the dew-drops that fall 
Perhaps when ſhe ſmiles upon all, 


| F'er while where its notes of accord, 


Ah! why by its Marter implor'd, 


WIEN on Cleora's form I gaze, 


Till then unnotic'd charms I praiſe, 


„„ 
Come give me my pipe, and I'll try 
To baniſh my cares with the found. 


With the ſmile of the flow'r-footed muſe ; 3 


Shou'd it now the gay carrol refuſe ? 


From the lip of the ſweet-ſcented pea ; 


I have thought that ſhe ſmil'd upon me. 


But why of her charms ſhou'd I tell ? 
Ah me! whom her charms have undone; 


Yet I love the reflection too well, 
The painful reflection to ſhun. 


WHEN ON CLEORA'S FORM I GAZE, 


Surveying that exhauſtleſs ſtore, 


And thoſe, till then prais'd, I adore : 
And whilſt I look'd with fond ſurpriſe, 

And catch ſoft madneſs from my fair, 
I wiſh for Argos's hundred eyes, 

And wiſh to gaze for ever there. 


But when Cleora- s voice J hear, 
And when ſhe ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings, 
I wiſh each e No was made an ear, ; 


To liſt wi 3 when the ſings: 
H 3 
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Thus while in raptures they rejoice, 
My ſenſes ſtill her empire own, BEE 
And eee her, ſee her, hear her voice -- 
All, all confirm me her's alone. 


WHEN LOVE HATH CHARM'D. 


WHEN love hath charm'd the virgin's ear, 
She hides the tender thought in vain ; 
How oft a bluſh, a figh, a tear, 
Betrays the fweetly anxious pain. 


For thee a mutual flame I own— 

Thy joys, thy ſorrows, both are mine: 
Thy virtue all my ſoul have won, 

That boaſts a paſſion pure as thine. 


No more ſhalt thou my coldneſs mourn 
{ truſt the tear that dims thine eye, 

I ice fair Truth thy lip adorn, | 
And hear her voice in ev'ry ſigh. 


THE SCOTCH SHEPHERD, 
BEHI M yon hill where Stinchar flows, 
Are moors and moſſes many O: — 
The Wintry ſun the day has clos'd, 
And I'll awa to Nannie O. 
O the whiſtling wind blows loud and ſhrill 
The nights baith mirk and rainy O, 
IN ger my plaid, and out I'll fteal, 
And ver the hill to Nannie O. 


My Nannie's charming, feet, and young, 
Nae artfu wiles to win ye O; 
May 
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May ill befa the 1 2 Ca 

That wad beguile my Nannie 0 

Her face is es her heart 1s true, 

As ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonny ; 

The opening gowan wet wi de. 

yas purer is than Nannie O. * a 
f The opening 2 gown, &c. 


A country lad is ay dann... .. 
An few they be that ken me O 
But what care I how few they be, 

I'm welcome to my Nannie O. 
My riches a's my penny fee, 

And I maun guide it cannje O; 
But wardly gear ne er troubles me. 


My wr gn are a* my Nannie O. 
#3 > 1008 wardly gear, ge. 


Our auld gude man delights to view. 
His ſheep and kyne thrive bonny O; 
But Im as blithe that haulds his Pl ugh 
And a na care but Nannie Oo. 
Come weel, come woe, I care a by, | 

I'll tak what heaven will ſend me 0 5 
Nae ither care in life have IL 


But live and love my Nannie O. | 
Nae ihe care, Ee. 


WHEN WERE MARRIED. . 


1 Tremble to think that my ſoldier ſo bold, 
To ſee with what danger he gets all his gold; 

Yet danger all over twill keep out the. ald, 
And we ſhall be warm when we're married. 


5 
Y 
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For riches, tis true, I envy them net, 
Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot; 
And he ſnall be maſter of all I have got, 
The very firſt moment we're married. 


My heart how it beats but to think on the day, 


In church when my father will give me away; 
But that I ſhall laugh at, I've heard many ſay, 
A day or two after wer'e married. | 


THE BANKS OF TWEED. 


= | Jour when the blooming fragrant ſpring 


Proclaim'd the near approach of May; 
When in the grove the blackbirds fing 
Their cheerful notes on ev'ry ſpray 5 
Young Sandy ſought the rural green, 
The ruſtic dance, the tuneful reed— 
And Jenny's charms firſt caught his &'en, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed, 


She was ſa fair, ſa blithe a laſs, 


She danc'd and mov'd like any queen; bs 


Her ſmiles wou'd May-day morn ſurpaſs, 
And laughing love was ip her een, 
From roſy morn to night he'd rave, 
And to ſaft ſtrains he tun'd his reed, 
He ſung of bonny Jane and love | 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


'The God of Love was Sandy's friend, 
And look'd wi gentle pity down 

A pointed dart did quickly ſend, _ 

And made the bonny laſs his O - mn. 
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More fair and dear ſince marriage vow, 
To her and love he tunes his reed ; 

In ſweet delights they revel now ; 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed, 


1 MAKE AN END ON'T. 


NOT long before the cloſe of day, 
When weary Sol was waning, 
Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae, 
Young Sandy fat complaining : 
Oh ! what a gowk was I to love, 
Sae mickle time to ſpend on't, 
Since Meg will neither kinder prove, 
Nor frankly make an end on't. 


Since Meg began to ſcowl and flyte, 
And torture me with ſcorning, 
I joylefs gang to bed at night, 

And nie with grief at morning: 
But let her flout and ſlight my love, 
For troth ſhe may depend on't, 
If ſhe's unkind I'll ſcornful prove, 
And ſo will make an end on't. 


Now ſcarce had Sandy utter'd this, 
Ere Meg appear'd, whoſe beau 
) Pourtray'd the ſcenes of future bliſs, 
And brought him to his duty: 
Oh! take my heart, dear Meg, ſaid he, 
Indeed you may depend on't— 
Then led her to the kirk with glee, 
And there they made an end on't. 
e 11 5 LOVE, 


5 


| [ 162 J _ 
LOVE, CONSTANCY, AN TRUTH. | mw 


WERE Nancy but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, _ 5 
We'd tend our flocks on flow'ry mead, f 
And on the verdant plain. | 
In Nancy ev'ry joy combine, 
With grace and blooming youth, 
In her with lucid brightneſs ſhine 
Love, conſtancy, and truth. 
When Pheœbus bright finks in the welt, # 
And flocks are pent in fold, 
Beneath a fav”rite tree we'll reſt 


In joys not to be told. 
| In Nancy erery. &c. 


Let others fancy courtly joys, | b 


Pd live in rural peace; 


While wedded love, that never cloys, 


Shou'd crown our days in peace. 
In P ancy ev'ry, rc. | 


SHE 18 MISTAKEN. 


LED what a fuſs my mother made, 
When Colin came this way, 
Becauſe he caught me in his arms, 
And kiſs'd me tꝰother day: | 


She ſcolded me both day and night, 


And was in ſuch a taking; 


S But if ſhe thinks I'll not have him, 234 8 T 


I'm ſure ſhe is miſtaken. 


F told | 


| * 
* (<4 bod 
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1 told her Colin lov'd me well, Dr | 


And meant not to deceive me, bart | 
And ſaid that from my preſent need 
He quickly wou'd relieye me pol 
But mother ſaid he was a wag, _ 
Who'd ſet my heart a aching, ' * 
And if 1 thought he'd. marry me, 
I ſurely was miſtaken, | 5 


To feign that I believ d her 
And ſo by playing cunning] 
Completely have deceiv her: : 
And we've agreed to morrow morn, 
Before ſhe thinks of waking, 
To tie the: knot, that ſoon will ſhew 
How much ſhe is miſtaken. 
HEDSOR VALE. 
FACH fluent bard. replete with wit 
In equal number ſhines, © 
And ſmoothly flows ſome fancied name, 
To grace his poliſh'd lines: | 
He calls the Muſes to his aid, | 
In verſe he tells his am'rous tale: 


Be thou my. muſe, thou much-lov'd maid, 
The faireſt flow'r of Hedſor Dale. 


1 feel the warm, the pleaſing fire, 
Within my boſom roll, 

And pureſt love and chaſte defire 
Steal wh 1 n 


- 5 Fa 
. 
0 


I knew *twas falſe, but thought t'was beſt : 
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In vain I wou'd the flame conceal, 
And hide thoſe cares my heart all: 8 
My talk, and looks, and ſighs prevail-—- 
J love the flow'r of Hedfor Dale. 


What + api that a nymph ſo fair, rape bor 
With winning ſhape and face, 
Shou'd be devoted to ſome clown, 
Or ruſtic's rude embrace; 2 1 
Thes form demands a 1 725 fate, * N 
(Sweet hope) perhaps I can pre 
Pl try, before * 8e fates,” fl 5 
To cull te flow'r of Hedſor Dale. 


; WILLY OF THE DALE. LOT I bg 
HEN fpring diſpenſing ſweets around, 
W In gayeſt hy'ry deck the ground, ; 
Juſt when the fragrant breath of morn __ _ 
_ ſhook the dew-drops from the thorn, 
Thy youter wrong tes y flock I led, Shed 
_ gaily carrol'd as they fed; 


Of all the ſwains wha trip the n. | 
Or pipe in yonder vale, - 5 
None look fo neat. or pipe ſo ſweet 
As Willy of the dale. 


My heart came flutt'ring t to my 3 
As thus my Willy's praiſe I ſung; 
But never ſure was ſimple maid 
By her own folly thus betray'd; 

For turning round I ſaw the ſwain 
grand ſlily lining to the ſtrain— = 
| 9 85 Ay 


„Let Hymen jojn us then, dear maid, 


— 
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My cheek he tapp'd, my hand he 
And told ſo 3 a tale, 0 
Devoid of art I gave my heart 
To Willy of the Dale. 


Next morn he ſearch'd the fields and ag? 
o cull for me the ſweeteſt flowr's, 
hen cry'd, © Theſe flow'rs, my charming fair, 
The emblems of thy beauties are; 


te Before thoſe tranſient beauties fade 5 
In ſuch a gentle voice he wood, 
How / cou'd he but prevail 
I vow'd through life to be the wife 
of Willy of the Dale. 


FICKLE BLISS. 


| a bliſs, fantaſtic treaſure, 
Love, how ſoon thy joys are paſt, 
Since we ſoon muſt loſe the pleaſure, 
Oh! 'twere better ne'er'to taſte. 


Cruel thoughts that pain, yet pleaſe me, 
Ah! no more my reſt deſtroy ; 

Shew me ſtill, if you wou'd caſe me, 
Love's deceit, but not its joy. 


Gods! what kind, yet cruel pow'r, 
Force my wall to rack my mind; 

Ah ! too long we wait for flow'rs, 
Yoon, tog pon, to fade deſign'd. 


THE 


— 


6 


THE PORTRAIT. 


0 OME, painter, with thy happieſt light, 
Pourtray me ev' ry grace 
In tnat bleſt regiun of delight, 
My charming Sylvia's face: 
And hear me, painter, to enhance 
The value of thine art, 
Steal from her eyes that very glance | 
That ſtole away my heart. | 


Her forehead paint, in ſway and rule, 

Where ſit with pleaſure grac'd, 
A form like Venus —beautiful, 

And like Diana - chaſte: | 

Then paint her cheeks, come paint and gaze, 

Guard well thy heart the while; 

And then her mouth, where Opis plays 

In an eternal ſmile. 


Next draw —preſumptuous painter! e bad. 
Ah, think'ſt to thee twas giv'n 

To paint her boſom ?—would'ſt fo bold 
Preſume to copy heaven? 

Nay, leave the taſk, for tis above, 
Far, far above thy art, 

Her portrait's drawn— the painter Love, 
The tablet my fond heart. 


FAMILY LIKENESSES. 


TOVELY woman, pride of nature, | 
: _ and ſweet, and kind, and fair; 
Than 


Than man higher ſtile of creature, 


{ ap 7 


Perfect as celeſtials are: 
See Myra come, like ſtately Juno, 
Ever fair, and ever young; | 
Completely like, as you and I know, 
For Myra, like Juno, has a tongue. 


Young Celia's charms that bloom fo ſweetly, 

' To paint, ah! what can words avail? 

She's Venus's ſelf, and fo completely, 
That Celia is like Venus —frail. 

To woo the charming Gloriana - 
Audacity wau'd be afraid; 

She's chaſte and i ICY AS 8 

And, like Diana, an old maid. 


Thus women boaſt a near relation, 
'Tis plain, to the celeſtial race: 
Then we, of their divine creation, 

A family reſemblance trace: 
If then ſoaks faults of this complexion, 
Like ſpots | upon that ſun, their fame, 
Ruſts this ſame model of perfection, 
The ſtars, not women, are to blame. 


THIS LIFE IS LIKE A TROUBLED SEA. 
TH life is like a troubled ſea, 

Where helm a-weather or a- lee, 
The ſhip will neither ſtay nor wear, 
But drives, of ev 'ry rock in fear; ; 
All ſeamanſhip in vam we ptr 


10 cannot — her Geadil 


| j Of all the lives I ever bad, 
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But juſt as Fortune's wind may blow. 

The Yeſſel's toſt ſtill to and 1702 WP 
Yet come but Love on board, 
Our-heart's with pleaſure ſtor d, 

No ſtorm can overwhelm ; 
Still blows in vain the hurricane, 


While he 1 is at the helm, 7 
53 | | This life, &c. 


THE BOATSWAIN PIPES ALL HANDS, 


am a briſk and ſ rightly lad, 
I But juſt come Cm from fon. firs 


A ſailor's life for me, fir. 
Yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo 
Whilſt the — pipes all hands : 
With yea, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, ſir. 


What girl but loves the me * 
We o'er the ocean roam, 
In ev'ry clime we find a port, 

In ev'ry port a home, fir. ; 
Yeo, yeo, ue. ; 


| : But when our country's foes are nigh, 


1 Each haſtens to his gun, ſir; 
We make the boaſting Frenchman fly, 
And * the haughty Don, ſir. | 
Yeo, yeo, &c. 


Our foes ſubdu's, once more on ſhore, 
We ſpend our caſh with glee, fir; = 
| n 


And when all's gone, we drown our care, 


WHILE HIGH THE FOAMING SURGES RISE, 
WW HILE high the foaming ſurges riſe, 


Loud thunders rattle in the ſkies, 
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And out again to ſea, fir. 
Yeo, yeo, &c. 


THE HAPPY SHEPHERD, 

Her ſhepherd, ever bleſt, 
Of thy — nymph poſſeſt; 

Delia, ever gay and young, 
Decks the triumphs of my ſong : 
Delia, pride of all the plain, 
Fondly ſu'd by ev'ry ſwain ; 
Yet the fair and conſtant ſhe, 
Loves no other ſwain but me. 


Delia fits beneath the rocks, 

_ Sweetly piping to her flocks ; 
I, her Daphnis, ſitting nigh, 
Give for ev'ry note a ſigh : 
Home we bend at ev'n ride, 
Charm'd with birds on ev'ry fide ; 
Thus the ſweets of life we thare— 
Happy ſhepherd, happy fair. 


And pointed rocks appear, 


Yet ſailors muſt not fear. 

In ſtorms, in wind, 

Their duty mind; 

| Aloft, below, 

They cheerful go, 
To 
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To reef or ſteer, as tis defign'd, 
No fears or dangers fill the mind. 


The ſignal for the line is made, 
The haughty foe's in fight. 
The bloody flag aloft diſplay d, SF 
And hierce the dreadful fight: 75 
Each minds his gun, 
No dangers ſhun ; 
Aloft, below, 
They cheerful go; 
Though thunders roar, yet ſtill we find 
No fears alarm the ſailor's mind. W 
The ſtorm is huſh'd; the battle's o'er, + 
The ſky is clear apains-' © 
We toſs the'can to thoſe on ſhore, 
While we are on the main: 
> To Poll and Sue, 
Sincere and true, 
With pleaſure crown, 
The grog goes round; 
In war or peace, alike you'll find, 
That honour fills the ſailor's mind. 


MY SHEPHERD GONE ASTRAY. 


Pr. * 
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O Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
F Pals'd my dear Damon o'er your-plains ? 
O cheer with hope my lonely way, 

I ſeek my ſhepherd gone aſtra j: 


Leads 
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Leads he is flock along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade? 

O teach a hapleſs maid the way, 
To find her ſhepherd gone aftray. 


Obſerve, ye fair, the truant ſwain, 

A manly ſoftneſs crown his mien; 
Adonis was not half fo fair: 

| And when he fings—tis heaven to hear. 


Leads he is flock, &c. 


Ye —_ the ſweets of freedom prize, 
And ihun the witchcraft of his eyes: 
Fly from his charms— nor ſtay too long 
To hear his ſoft enchantin ſong. 

Leads he is flocks, &c. 


O'ER DESERT PLAINS. 


| O'ER deſert plains, and ruſhy mears, 
And wither'd heaths I rove; 
Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 
I paſs to meet my love: 
But though my path were damaſk'd o'er 
With beauties e'er ſo fine, _ 
My buſy thoughts would fly beſore, 
| To fix alone on thine. | 


No fir-crown'd hills could = delight, 
? No palace pleaſe mine eyes; 
No pyramid's aerial height, 


Where mouldering monarch lies. 
V nmov'd 
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Unmov'd ſhould eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant ſee ; 


Splendor might catch one ſcornful glance, Ty. 


Not ſteal one thought from thee. 


Struck with your charms and gentle truth, | 


I claſp'd my conſtant fair ; 
To you alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care: 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 


Or I your charms forego, 
The ſtream that ſaw your tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


; -DAPHNE, - 
FAIN would I fing my Daphne's face 
Where beauty is diſplay'd ; | 


And tell of every charm and grace, | 


That deck the lovely maid. 
To paint her boſom wond'rous Gt,” 
A lilly firſt I choſe, 


And next to match her cheek with care, 
I ſought a fav'rite roſe. 


But as I gaz'd freſh charms I ſpy'd, 
More ſweet at ev'ry view 

The lilly in her boſom dy'd, 
The roſe much fainter grew. 


Though to deſcribe her heav'nly form, 1 


In vain I try'd my art, 


I found her portrait nicely drawn, 


And graven on my heart. 


92 Þ 
THE INCONSTANT, 


WHEN firſt I ſought your heart to move, 
And urg'd my warm addreſs, - 
You ſwore by all the pow'rs above, 
I ne'er ſhould gain ſucceſs, 


But long that vow was not your care, 
You did to love incline, _ | 

Then is it mighty ſtrange, my fair, 
That I too ſhou'd break mine, 


TIS ALL A JOKE. 


Y OUNG Damon met me in the grove, 
There ſigh'd, and vow'd, and talk'd of love, 
And ſweetly there he ſpoke ; | 
But tho* my heart approv'd his flame, 
I frowning cry'd, Oh! fie for ſhame! 
« Your love is all a joke :” | 
« Dear maid, you're too unkind,” faid he; 
Indeed, ſays I, “ you grow to free, 
And from him then I broke : 
I ſcarcely could forbear to ſmile, 
For he perceiv'd not all this while, 
I only was in joke. 


6 Indeed,” ſays he, © my love is true,” 
« My dear, fee yonder church in view ;”” 
Aye! there he ſtruck a ftroke !— 
And fince J am become his wife, 
I think to live a ſingle life, 
Muſt be a filly — 
15 Tu 


ERES 
THE DEATH OF POOR JACK. 


And ever gave mirth its full due; 

Who ſadneſs deſpis'd, nor to grieve. was ſo ſoft, 
Which made him the life of the crew; 

Having weather'd the tempeſts of ocean and fare, 

Diſdaining all hardſhips and fear, 


To be laid up in pleaſure's ſung tier; 

With a good ftore of ſhiners his cheſt was * 
Says he. Now I'm on the right tack, | 
For that Cherub on whom I've ſo often rely'd 
Has, ſaſe and ſound, brought home Poor Jack.“ 


When tow'rds church he would take her in tow, 
And there the good chaplain ſhould ſoon name the text 
That would ſplice them together-—yon know: 

To his meſſmates, elated, he mention'd the morn, 
And forecaſtle-jokers went round, 

% As how, that they hop'd he'd not double Cape Horn, 
Or on Jealouſy's ſhoals run a- ground; 

«« But ſung at the helm he'd all dangers defy, 
Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 
And the ſweet little Cherub aloft would eſpy 

«« Waving enfigns of joy o'er Poor Jack.” 


That night, which was nam'd by her ſailor the laſt, 

Poll ſhould ſleep in her hammock alone, | 

He reſolv'd with bis ſhipmates in glee ſhould be paſt, 
And mirth in his countenance'ſhone; 

He troll'd the blithe ſtave, drank a health to his king, 

(Good liquor had cheriſh'd his ſoul) 

When a ſeaman a ſignal from beauty did bring, 

Which call'd him away to his Poll; 

** Avaſt, friend, adieu for a moment we part, 

« Poll commands me, about I muſt tack: 

For ſhe's the ſweet Cherub that reigns in the heart 

of your friend and companion, Poor Jack.” 


POOR Jack, whoſe gay heart kept his ſpirits aloft. 4 


Haſten'd home to his Poll, with his true-hearted mate, 


To his heart Poll he preſs'd, the glad moment was fixt, 
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1 
But ſcarce from the cabin of Friendſhip he flew, 
Ere the · xy form d a piQure ſo dread, | 
The rain beat aloud, and the winds fiercely blew,- | 
And thunder rolFd over his head: 
For his meſſmates at ſea how his boſom does ſwell, 
He ſigh'd more than once for their fate; 


Blue lightning flaſh'd round him, the kind victim fell, 


His ſoul fled to Death's calm retreat; 
The Cherub, who ever to virtue is near, 
Bore it hence through a clear, lucid track, 
Yet gaz'd on his duſt, and dropt a ſalt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll of Poor Jack. 


DIE AN OLD. MAID. 


WHEN I liv'd with my grannum on yon little green, 
As good an old woman as ever was ſeen; 

She 8ft read me lectures of prudence and care, 

And bade me of all things of men to beware; 

She ſaid they will flatter, and lie, and deceive, 

And you're loſt, my dear roſe, if you dare to believe, 

I thought it was ſtrange, and, indeed, was afraid, 

It would be my hard fortune to die an old maid. 


I met with young Colin one night in the grove, 
He talk'd of the joys and pleaſures of love, 

But my grandmother's lectures ſo ran in my head, 
I could not attend to a word that he ſaid; - 
Thought what a fuſs the old women all make, 
I think in my heart they muſt make a miſtake; 


For if every young girl of the men were afraid. 


Why my grannum herſelf might have been an old maid, 


The nextitime; young Colin his courtſhip renew'd 
I candidly own'd that my heart was ſubdu'd; 

He ſwore that-he loy'd me as dear as his life, 

And if I'd conſent he'd make me his wife: 

Then begg'd the next morn 1'd his wiſhes fulfil, 
Says I, e'en let grandmother f feold as ſhe will;: 

Of ſo gentle a ſwain 1 fflall ne'er be afraid, 

And its better to marry than die an old maid, 
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1961 
AWAKE MY FAN. 
AWAKE, my fair, ſweet Chloe wake, 
Thy true-love calls to thee, _ 
Come, lady come; thy bed forſake, 
And range the fields with me. 


Come, let us to the greenwood move, 
*Tis juſt the dawn of day, 
Ariſe, I prithee, rife my love, 
is juſt the dawn of day. 


The cock has crow'd three times or more, 


And wakes the village train; 
Come, lady, ope thy chamber-door, 
For here I can't remain: 

Haſte Chloe, haſte, my charmer riſe, 
Awake, make no dela 
The veil of night has left e the ſkies, 
I can no longer ſtay. 


The lark, my fair, has fled his neft, 
And morn is growing late; 

Come, lady, leave awhile thy reſt, 
And tend me at the gate. | 


Sweet Chloe come, thy promiſe keep, 
« Tis love, our bridal day,” 
We've other things to mind than ſleep, 

I can no longer ſtay. 


I'M IN HASTE. | 
AS croſs the field the other morn, 
I tripp'd ſo blithe and gay, 


' The 


ip 


me? 
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The *ſquire, with the dog and gun; 


By chance came by that wa f 
cc Whither, ſo faſt, . er mad be 7 
And caught me round the waiſt; 
« Pray ſtop awhyle''—** Dear fir,” faid I, 
« I can't, for I'm in haſte.” GOES, >. 


| «© You mult-not go as yet,” ery'd he, 5 5 

« For I have much to ſayy | 

| «© Come fit you down, and let us chat 

Upon the new-mown hay: 

I've lov'd you long, and oft have, with 
« 'Thoſe rub lips to taſte ; 

« I'll have a Kis 6e Well then,” faid „ 
cc [Bs Fur for 1 m in haſte.” | 


Juſt as I ſpoke, I ſaw young Hodge 5 
Come thro — a neighbouring gate: 
He caught my hand, and cry'd, @ Dear girl, 
I fear I've maid you wait; 
«« But here's the ring, come let's to church 
c The j Joys of = taſte; 3 
T left the ? uire, and laug hing c. , 4, 
cc You "EM bad 4 


* 


1 LOO HIM DEARLY. 


MY wok! ſhe makes fic a did, . © 
Becauſe young Patie woes me A 

Yet on the lad I canna blin, 
For well 1 ken he ps ogy 


n 
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S SE os Met | 
Le foodies © Yank and Say; 

"Tis ke alone can Please my mind, 
Fur, toth, | loo lam adearlyj. 2 QI 
Sa ſweetly he plays, | all 
n 8 
wie eee r. 

To foorn ham webe 2 pry: 
To him, I ber. IH be ae. 
ee Kory nn THY 
For in my heart 1 muſt 
In treth, I Top him dearly. 
My mitherand any daddy 200, . 
E ro Ir 7 
l 
The @nily ne to plcaſe me- of 
"To wed wa him Tam inch d. 
To-morrow mortiing catty— 
And then Eh ne any in nnd Kind | 
WII dee I lov him dear. 


THE PANGS OF HOPELESS Love. 


1 art range of pete le, 
b . | 


Ah" — y ght 1 fe 


To auth the pain I cold not cure: 
Ceale, accan, cedle,. thy angry fire, _ 
Or there thy whelming Hllews wa 4 
Talk ho: this, ch take my life, 
CHOI 7900 GOP TO Oy. 
DEATH 


1 79 J 
DEATH OR VICTOR. 
HAK. the din of diſtant war, 
How noble is the clangor! 
Pale Death aſcends His &bon car, 
* | Clad in terrific. anger. 
A doubtful fate the ſoldier tries, 
I. Who eins the gallant quarrel; 
5 Perhaps on the cold ground he lies, 
No wife, no friend, to cloſe his eyes; 
Though nobly mourn'd, 
„ „%% „% ond: 
I _ He's cxown\d with vict'ry's laurel. 
_ -» [How many who, diſdaining fear, 
Ruſh on the deſp' rate duty, 
Shall claim the tribute of the Thar 
That dims the 23 of beauty 
A doubrful fate, c- 


What noble fate can fortune give? 
Renown ſhall tell our ſtory, 
I. If we ſhould fall; but if we live, 
We live our country's glory. 
*Tis true, à doubtful fate he tries, &C,- 


THE ST REAMLET F LOW'D ROUND HER COT. 
THE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, 
All the charms of my Emily knew ; 
How oft has its courſe been forgot, 
While it paus'd, her dear 2 image 20 O02 


Believe me, the fond ſilver tide. 
Knew ſrom whence at deriv'd the fair prize; 
For, filently ſwelling with pride. 
aA reflected her back to the ſkies, 
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THE POOR MARINER. - 
TEE nds whiſtled ſhrill; chill rain * was 
ſtreaming, 


When from a dark cell whone; the ſun ne'er had 


beam'd in, 

Worn out with great age, preſs'd with hunger and 
| grief, | 
A ſad ſon of Neptune call'd forth for relief: 

«£* Give relief to, give relief to, 

** O give relief to a poor mariner. * 
He tremblingly begg'd, as the affluent ge him, 
The poor mite which benevolent charity caſt him; 


When from his dim eyes, hid by darkneſs thick veil, 
The big tear guſh'd forth while he told his ſad tale. 


Give relief to, &c, 

TFheſe eyes oft have ſeen the proud fink before me, 
Have ſparkled with joy at the ſignal of glory, 
Have ſeen Britzin's flag to glory aſpire, ' - 
„ Tho' now loſt in darkneſs— for want'I expire.” 

: Give relief to,” &c. 
AMR me,” he ſaid ; the words tremblingly Lung 
In accents moſt piteous on the vet'rans tongue; 
When the grim King of Terrors his ſuff rings regarded, 


And ſnatch'd him from hence to where virtue's re- 


warded. 

Death gave relief, Death gave relief, 

Death gave relief ſo the poor mariner. 
Tho“ poverty thus ſtabb'd the good and the brave, 
The. bright tear of pity was ſhed o'er his grave: 
May the ſeaman's hard fate niggard pomp bid retire, 
And merit be chriſh'd, tho' want be its fire. 5 

Nor buy relief like, nor buy relief like, 

Nor buy relief like the poor mariner. 


LET PHILOSOPHERS PRATE. 
LET Philoſophers prate about reaſon and rules, 
And preach, muſty maxims deſigu'd but for fools, 
From a briſk ſparkling bowl brighter ſentiments flow, 
And | tind myſelf wiſer * deeper I go, 


F 
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We can teach them to live, and by practice explain, 

What in theory only they ever could gain; 

Draw the cloud from their eyes that o 'erſhadows the 
ſoul, 

And enlighten their heads with a ſup from my bowl, 


May the Pedant be. loſt in his phantom purſuit, 
Whilſt I revel in wine, and with bumpers recruit; 
Since the wiſeſt can never perfection attain, 

Why ſhould life proffer ſweets and enjoyments in vain 
Let not man then his time in ſuch foppery waſte, ., 
Or refuſe mingled ſweets with the bitters to taſte; . 
But thus let him waft, to elyſium his ſoul, : 
In an ocean of liquor, his veſſel the bowl. | 


Relax'd from the cares of the world let me live, 
Gainſt the rude ſtream of life, that I never may ſtrive; 
With a friend to partake, and a girl to adore, 
What mortal ſo happy, what man could wiſh more, 
Dull mechanical mortals may look and repine, 
Their hearts can ne'er glow with ſuch feelings as mine: 
But ſuch feelings, ſuch joys, receive birth in the ſoul, 
When thus mellow'd, thus rear'd, and refin'd i in * 
bowl. 


| wouty BREAK: MY SIN RING Ht ART > 


TNCE then I'm doom'd this fad reverſe to prove, 
To quite each object of my in ant care; 5 
Torn from an honour'd parents tender lav e. 
And driv'n the keeneſt florms-ot fate to bear: 
Ah! but forgive me, pitied let me part. 
Your frowns, too jure, would break my !i king heart, 


Where'er 1 zo, whate'er my lowly ſtate. 
Yet grateful mem'ry ſtill ſhall linger here; 

And when, perhaps, you're muſing o'er my fate, 
You ſtill may greet me with a tener tear: 

Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part, 

Your frowns, too ſure, would break my finking heart, 
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NU TIC AE PHILOSOPHY: 


| Ie one of they ſailors, who thinks tis no lie. 


Tkat for every wliere fore of life there's. a Why 5 
That be fortyne's. ſtrange weather, a calm or a. ſqually. 
Our births, good or bad, are chalk'd out for us all ;: 
That the ſtay and the braces. of life will be found 
To be ſome of 'em rotten, and ſome-of em found z: 
That the good we ſhou'd cheriſh, the bad never ſeek;. 
For death will toe ſoon bring each anchor a-peak. . 


When aſtride on the yard the top - lifts they let go, 
And I com'd like a ſhot plump among them below, 
Why 1 cotch'd at a halliard, and jump'd upon deck. 
And ſo broke my fall, to ſave breaking my neck. 
Juſt like your Philoſophers, for all their jaw, 

8 8 leſs. thans 1 gladly. catch at a ſtraw. 


Thus the-good, be: | 


Why now that there rite that we made of the bank 
Where l pepper'd the foe, and got ſhot.for my thanks; 


What then, ſhe ſoon. ſtruck, and thought. alen on 


ſhore, | 
And laid up to refit, I had ſhiners galore. ;: 
At length live and looking, I tried the falſe mainz, 
And to gat more prize money got ſhot at again 
Thus: the good, We 


Then juſt as ãt comes, take tite bad with the good. 


One man's ſpoonꝭs made of ſilver, another's of wood, 
What's. poiſon: for one man's another man's balm, 
Some are ſafe in x ſtorm; and ſome loſt in a ealm;;- * 
Some are rolling in riches, ſome not warth-a:ſouſe; / 
TLo-day, we eat beef, and ta - marro. lobs ſcouſe.. - 
Thus the good. . 


MOUNT YOUR ebenen 


A health, roſy health; from cheerfulneſs. flows, « „ 
And ſlothi draws old age on ap ace: 

To avoid ſad diſeaſe and ſuch. mortal foes,, 

- By cheartully joining ths chaſe. 


Je 


JI 


Te 


mw) 4 Mo > 


m 1 


To the woods them let's kaſte ; Diana vite 


And: thus dees the godde ſo 2 
If you-wiſh; to gain kealtſt with mach 1 
Mount yous aaueſers. and follour dhe erz. 


For nature kay nature, dmrpaits: in the: ae 
Thoſe charts whiet bug kurrters. ener; 115 

There we ſee a ſtrong i dude: of ME eager race, 
In a paſtime that never can f= - 


Then at night," when the: ene, bac Hetfow't 2 all Is 
charms. 1 ng 1 
And they're-ſnax; dier the joy-giving. "bowl x 
To repoſe we retite Im beauties ſoft arma — 
3 the: on y FA | 
TRE. POOR PEASANT. WT 
the muſes neber Anile by: the light of the t fer, 
Yet they: vifir my; cot when: my; Frtous. is; dort: ; 
And' whilft om my Hf of H E reotine;. 
A wreath of ſweet fla rteetiteꝝ ſportixely wine: 
Zut im vaim the: fair-daraiels. weane chaplets far me. 
since my hęatt is devoted. deat Nary,, MO 


Full oft I refleck mmm indigent flats; 


But reſlectiom and reaſon are eyer too late 1 
They tell me* flight for too heauteous 2 fair, | | 
And fili: my: ſad Boſorw with dhubts · and; Yeſpain::: - 
Then hope Kindiyr failing: zverta their: decree;. 

gor my heart: is: devoted;, dear Mary to-thee:. --- — 


When the: fHrill. pipe-and-tbor groc im: wie: nh 


dance 
Wie tranſports T ſee my⸗ der ey abtbse ? NE 
Then ſuch grace ſſie lere ale ue age ahbe 
throng;. 4 F 
Thateachſhe pherd-with,aprures-totientune>hiaſong;; 
But by-none-fhe'+-beloy/d with; ſuch trativay; h me 
Far my heart id devated,. dear: 1 e = | 
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BONNY CHARLEY,” ; 
Gm ds Tv to love e 152 
Among the fields of barley, Fs no „ 211 
"Twas there that Charley told his love, RG 
The blithe, the winſome C Charley ; $- S | 
Then he ſo fu'd; and he ſo wood, „ 
And marriage was the parle xn 
What could I do, n of 3; 54k 
With bonny winſome Charley. © - 
O 105 13 bonny + hat 
Ay . bonny — ley 5. 
nny, bonny boy, 
n bonvy, bony a, 
en the laſſes rue the day 
I ſought the fields of barley, 
And ſtrive to win from me ay 
The heart of winſome Oharley; 8 
But ah! how vain ! they canfa 4 
His love by all their parle — 
And now. they ie ſee he woos. but me, ip 
0 my 8255 be. 
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O ilka Ueſtog o on this 4 ir 
That ons the fields of barley; 

And ken I him alone regard, pp 
For he is winſome Charley; 

The gentle youth, with pureſt truth, 
Bo 'woos me late and early; 

I clin't withſtand to give my hand, 

| 4 bonny, Dor) Charley, 
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0 my yo, &c. 
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&Cc, 


And e're wi ſic a lover Bon 
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DONALD. 


I Ken that Will's a bonn youth, 
And often drives the laſſes mad ; 


But canna woo its muckle truth, 


Like Donald, the young highland lad. 


Then Donald is a ſoldier too, 
And looks ſae braw in tartain plaid; ; 


O neer a laddie &er can woo 


Like Donald, the young * lad. 


Pl! gang to war like Donald ue, 
And kill the mon that aims a dart 
At Donald, the young highland lad. 


I dinna care what fowks may ſay, 


I'll haſte to kirk with ſpirits glad; 
Then o'er the graſſy mountains ſtray _ 
With Donald, the young * lad. 


THE GROVE. 


YE birds, for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay falute my love; 


Daphne with your notes detain, 


Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


A SMILE FROM THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 


JN the world's crooked path where I've been, 
There to ſhare of life's gloom my poor part, 


The ſunſhine that ſoften'd the ſcene _ 


Was a ſmile from the girl of my heart. 
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Not a ſwain, when-the lark quits her neſt, 
But to labour with. glee will depart, 


F at eve he expects to. be bleſt | 
With a {mile from. the girl of my Nn 


Come them croſſes and.caves: as they: may, 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim impart,. 

That the comfort of man's fleeting day 
Is. a ſmile-from the girl of my heart... 


| JACK THE GUINEA, PI. 
WIEN the anchor's. weigh'd, and Be Rape 
_ © unmoor'd,.. - 
And landſmen, lag behind, "a 
The ſailor joyful ſkips on board, 
» wearing, prays for a. wind, ſir. 
Towing here, yehoing. . 
Steadily, readily, chearily, merrily, 


Still from care and thinking free, 
Is a ſailor's life at ſeas £ 


When we fail with a freſh/ning breeze, 

And landſmen all grow ſick, fir, 
The ſailor lolls, with his mind at eaſe; - 
And the ſong and the can go quick, 3 x 

Laughing here, quaſling there, 
Steadily, &c.. 4 


When the wind at n eb niken er the deep, 
And ſings, to landſmen, dreary,. _.. 


The ſailor, fearleſs, goes to ſleep, 


Or takes his watch moſt cheary. 
Boonzing here, ſoozing there, | 


Steadily, ke. When. 


ple 


| Jack: mounts: up te>the-ropſaill andi. 


FEACEPT cke folks N | 
Aurora av che: world a · peepꝰ 


Andi helten, felten, comer apatæ :- 


LI 


When tlie ſey. „ eee 


And andfmen ſells. Belbws 855 1 


And turns: has: quadi as: he: ges, 1 
Hawling:hers;, A e 
Steadily,, &c:. 


When the foaming W CONE 


And' the-landiinew cry Abs gone, fir,” 
The ſailor Hangs dwixt fea and! HR... 
And he jokes with: Davy — 
Daſhing: here; e td 
Staadily, &. 
When tlie fflip, Oye: ſee;. beeames 2 wreck, 
And lndfmerr hot che Boat:, fir, 
The: ſailor _— to quit- the deck, 
While a. fin Nantes aflont;, firs. 
Scaring ho, 3 
| Steadily,. &c.. 


THE PLEASURES: or - THE. CHASE: 


All nature nom 15 GET 


Is in- her-night-eap-taking.. © 
Hark! all: the tory” For OY l 
Making a davikef à noiſmſe. 
To cure the head. acht of laſt niir: 
Fhe- 1 INNS - 


Le. enjoy * leaſures . eff che afra. 


— 


5 
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How feet to be, as on we ruſh, | 

By the pig- tail entanglin Lv 
Amidft a lovely tor baſh, E: te 

Or on a tree left dangling. - N 
Ah! muſha gra! than wine and love, | 
The joy of | ane far above: 
Can either Cupid or the bowl _ 1p 
Such pleaſures give? Ah! hy my foul! _- - 
Briers and thorns may ſcratch your face, 
Still great's the pleaſures of the chaſe. + 


Then when our mettle's at its pitch, 
While tally ho]! we're. bawhog, 
* landed in a muddy diteh, 

o be enteely ſprawling 
Ah! mats gra! than wine an ws” 
The joy of hunting's far above: 

Can either Cupid or the bowl | 
Such pleaſure give? Ah! by my Sat! ; 
Let muddy ditches walh your face, 

Still great's the pleaſure of the chaſe, 


Then dripping like a drowning ' rat, 

Night, you would not think it, 
What glorious wine, if it were not 

We're too fatigued to drink it. 
Ah! bodder not of love and war: 
The joy of hunting? s greater far, N 
Hark ! echo, in melodious tones | 
Hollas, and: whiſtles, and ſings, and groans: 8 
While many a broken ſconce and face ritt 
Proclaim the, * of the chaſe. As 
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ER 


WHY, don't you know me by my 4 


* "SOLDIER - Dick. 


I'm Soldier Dick, come from the wars; 
Where many a head without a hat 
Crowd honour's bed—but what of that ? 
Beat drums, play fifes,” tis glory calls, 
What argufies who ſtands or fall? 
Lord! what ſhould one be ſorry for? 
Life's but the fortune of the war; 
Then rich, or poor, or well, or ſick, 
Still laugh and fing ſhall Soldier Dick. 


I us'd to look two ways at once: 
A bullet hit me on the ſconce, 
And dowſh'd my eye; d'ye think I'd wince ? 
Why, Lord! I've never ſquinted ſince. -- 
Beat drums, ke. 


Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 

For fear of wooden legs and arms; 

While others die ſafe in their beds, 

Who all * ls had wooden heads. 
des drums, &e. 

Thus gout, or N ſword, or ot. 5 

Or ſomething, ſends us all to pat: 

That we're to die, then, do not grieve, . 

But let's be FR ou: we ve... 


1393 4 


HO. OUT OF SIGHT NE'ER OUT oF MIND. 
THE main with darkneſs mantled o 'er, | 3 - 

The howling Is blew, I y 
ns |. 
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Vet dread of ſceing-thee no · more 


Was all. the fear I knew; 


Tho Gut of. ſight, ne er . E 


Thy ſailon alwaystrue,. WY 
Regarded more than. waves. or wind), 


The ſighs of lovely Su. 


Bur when we met the naughty fve;, 
And baliets round us flew,. ,. 
With gouhle ſtrength B gave each. blow. | 

To merit thee my Sue. 
Tho out of ſight ne er out of mind;, 
My heart ul fondes graẽwZ/ _ 
In fancy's glaſs, to lovers. kind, 
1 gas dt on thee, my Sue. 


IT war, and all its dire afarms, 


Thy image can't remove; 


When peace returns, thy Beautebus, charms. a 
The greateſt bliſs muſt. prove... e 


Tho! 6ut of fight,. ne'er out. of mind. 
My heart was always. true,. 
When preſent. thou: wilt ever find, 
III live for thee, mx Sue. 


MY LOV I FOR HENRY TO; cone 
MY love for: Henry to conceal, 
F ev'ry art endeavour, 
Yet ftilt-my looks ſpeak what I "XY 
is ſpar exe a erk, 7-5 
— Os ever 8 yy 
And him. Ill loxe for ever. 


TE" 


Among the ſwains upon the' green. 
7 1 There's none can trip ſo featly ; 7 

. His noble air, his graceful mien, 

| In all he looks fo neatly.: 
His ſparkling eye and — check. 
97456 Long s-ſofteſb language ever | 
| And him. III love for ever. 


My mother chides,. and blames my loves, 
And cries, girl will. you never 

My precepts to the world approve,, 
Your hèarts you muſt diſſe ver: 

Z anſwer, I'It her precepts mind— 

She to her Iove'was ever Kind, 
And. mine I'lt love for ever: 


TRE SOLDIER'S EU. 


APTEU, adieu, my only lite; 
My honour calls me from thee ;; 
Remember thou'rt a ſodier's wife; 
Thoſe tears but ill become thee |} 
What though. by duty I am call'd,. 

Where: thund'zing cannons rattle;. | 
I Where valour's ſelf: might ſtand: appat'd—. - 
. Whem on the wings. of . dear loves. 

To heav' n. above 
Thy fervent. orĩſons . are fle ẽ su — 
The tender prayrr 
5 Thou putt'ſt up chere, 1 
j-.» | Shall call a guardian angel Ä 
| To 3 me in che battle. 


f 19 1 


My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 


As ſword and buckler ſerving; 
My life ſhall be more dear to me, 95 
Becauſe of thy preſerving: 
Let peril come, let horror chreat, 
Let thund' ring cannons rattle; 
I fearleſs ſeek the conflicts heat, ATE 
Aſſur'd when, on the wings of "= 
To heaven above, &c. 


Enough, with that benignant fwwile | 
Some kindred God inſpir'd thee ; 

Who ſaw thy boſom void of | 
Who wonder'd and admir” thee: 


I go aſſur 'd—my life, adieu! 


hough thund' ring cannons rattle, 
Though murd'ring carnage ſtalks in view, 

When on the wings of thy cee | 

To heaven above, c. 


THE WATERY GRAVE. 
WO you hear a ſad ſtory of woe, 


That tears from a ſtone might provoke, 


Tis concerning a tar, you muſt eme 
As honeſt as e' er biſcuit broke: 
His name was Ben Block —of all men 


The moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brave; 


But harſh treated by fortune—for Ben, 
In his prime, found a watery grave. 


a His place no one ever knew more; 


His heart was all kindneſs and love; 
Though on duty an eagle he'd ſoar 
His nature hay * of the dove. 


94 


V. 


rave; 


F wy Þ 
He lov'd a fair maiden,.,nam'd Kate; 
His father, to intereſt a ſlave, . - 5 
Sent him far from his love, where hard fats | 
Plung'd him deep in a watery graye. 4 


A curſe on all ſlanderous tongue!!! 
A falſe friend his mild nature bnd 1:4 
* ſweet Kate of the vileſt of wrongs, 


jſon Ben's pleaſure, accus'd, 
That — # 


never had truly been- kind--. 
That falſę were the tokens ſhe gave | 
That ſhe an! him, and with'd he might: find, 
In the ocean, a watery grave. 2 


Too ſure, from this' cankerous elf. 
The venom aetompliſh'd its end: Re: 4 
Ben, all truth and honour kimſelf 
Suſpected nd fraud in his friend?” nd 
On the yard, while ſuſpended in air, 
A looſe to his ſorrows he gave: | 
ce Take thy wiſh,” he cried, © « falſe, een 
And plung'd in a watery grave. 


THE MIDNIGHT MOON, {© 

THE midnight moon ſerenely oY 

O'er Nature's foft epo ns 

No low'ring cloud obſeures the ky, - 1 3th 
Nor ruſtling tempeſt bene nl + 


Now ev*ry-pallidh' ſinks to feſt. 
The throbbing heart lies dill; N 

And var'ing ſchemes of life * 5 
No more en the een RON ene 


? — 


That I Ade folks and e eee, 


n 
4 * — 
ry r 


With words and manners. al palite.. HFS 


Another imad Ff feet © = © = 
Do ſo,. ſays I' dye think, find rb, 


And heart VI give away 
At that indeeds. with. all. mh prides. 512 
Lſigh'd. En Merite. 


Indeed P did but jeſt ; 
Of all the nymplis you TT: figs is, hay 
Tis. you: ; love:the-beſt;; | 


L cou'd not then ſa . nay _-. 1. 
But vow'd abedience,, love,. and. truths, | 


TE. Bipeds. made-up of: frail — 11 
W Alas! are the children ef ſorrow, | 


We all. may be: weetched. tomorrow. 


L did: En. Verite. 4 0 
SOUND ARGUMENT: | 07 


5 

1 

Cc l EN eee 2 u 5 L 
i WHEN 6s ſixteen years T had eee, | 
1 My mother gave conſEnt;. 5 _ 


I hame: etarmdſo : gay. here 
Poor Strephon exied, youtre: ale NY 

Says P. EmiVernte: | | 417 
Alas! I find you're chang- d, erke. 5 | 


For you nir heart Pk break? e no 
Jo Mira now. ſays hes my hand: 5 


Be not ſo: raft, dear edit; ee 5. 5 5 


To vonder church. then let erepass . $2? 


And though. briſt and. merry; ta- day), 


* 


So up to town wenn. mag. © 


* 


Þ ws }F 


For ſunſRine's ſucceeded. by raim. TE > 
Then fearleſs of lite” dor . ; 

Leſt pleaſtire ſhould' only N | . 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant che / beſt bleſſing we know 


Is a friend, for true friendſfip's a treaſüres 
And yet, kt your friend: prove a N 
Oh taſte not the dangerous „ 
Thus friendihip's a flimſy affair. 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Thus there's nothing delightful But care, 5 | 
Nor any. thing: pleaſing but trouble. . 


I a mortal would. point out that life 


That on earth could be neareſt to . 
Let him, thanking, his ſtars, chooſe a Wife, 
To whom truth and honour. are given. 
But honour. and truth. are fo rare, 5 
And horns, when, they re outting,, ſo angle, 


5 That with all my wy es to the fair, 


Pd adviſe him to igh-and. live ſingle. 


It appears from theſe premiles plain, 

That wiſdom is nothing but folly, _ 
Thar pleaſure's 2 term that means pain, 

And that Joy Vis your true melancholy. 
That all thoſe who Taugh ought to cry, 

Phat tis fine friſk and fun to be grieving, 
And that, ſince we muſt all of us die, 

We ſhould taſte no enjoyment whilehving:, 


BUXOM NAN. 


THE wind was huſh'd; the ſtorm was oven. 


Unfurl'd. nen, flowing ſail.;; 


* o 
Wy | 


Py 


* 4 


196 } 
From toil 1 when Dick, of Dover, 
Went with his meſſmates to regale: 
All danger's o'er, cried he, my neat hearts, 
Drown care then, in the ſmiling can; : 
Come, bear a hand, let's toaſt our weethearts, 
And, firſt, I'll give my buxom Nan. | 


She's none of they. that's always gigging, 
And, ſtem and ſtern, made up of art 
(One knows a veſſel by her rigging), 
Such ever ſlight a conſtant heart :— 
With ſtraw hat, and pink fireamers Jenin 
How oft to. meet-me as ſhe ran; 3 
' While for dear life would I be rovin 
To meet with ſmiles my baxom = 
* Jollyboat went to the Indies— 
To ſee him ſtare, when he came back! | 
The girls were ſo all off the hinges. 
His Poll was quite unknown to Jack: 5 
Tant maſted all, to ſee who's talleſ t, 
Breaſt works, top ga'nt ſails, and a * 23 
Meſſmate, cried I, more fail than ballaſt— | 
Ah! ſtill give me my Buxom Nan. 


None on. Life's ſea can fail more quicker, 
To ſhew her love or ſerve a friend; 

But hold, I'm preaching o'er my Tiquor—, | 
This one word then, and there's an end: 

Of all the wenches whatſomde ver, 
I fay, then find me out who can, 

One half fo true, ſo kind, ſo clever, 
Sweet, trim, and neat, as buxom Nan. 
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5 PREFACE. 


| , 
THE Admirer of Virtue and the Parniot, 20 

.nuyhom this trifle 't dedicated, vill find in 
it ideas ccongenial 10 Bis og. "The libertine 
and licentious ſpirit of the age, «which often, 
too often, 45 ; ſubſtituted, «whore the cardinal wir- 


kuss ought only to reign, by being diſcauntenancet! 


ain this. publication, may, in ſome meaſure, tend 
to depręſs it. | 8 


T' amuſe the fancy, and t' illume the mind 
(For Virtue's friends are dear to all mankind}, 
To check the vicious, to correct the man, 

T“ eſtabliſh Nature's rights on Virtue's plan, 
J impede the reigning manners of an age 
(Which juſtly ſtigmatize the hiſtoric page), 
Honour's taſk it is, and attempts to prove 
What's th' effect of friendſhip and of love 
How far the modeſt and the blooming fair, 
How far the gentleman and the happy pair, 
How far the ſons of Pleaſure-—may regale, 
Before they forfeit reaſon—'fore vice prevail. 


„ 20 
in 
tine 
Tens 
vir 


wcetl 
end 


drinking, and he jth 
drank health to him who 


H. "nods hight that e throws 
1 on che cuſtom. of drinking healths, 
üs, that the natural enemies of the 
Britiſh äſlanders, Tome: centuries ago, 


- gopk. advantage of their ſituatien while 


.dnnking,,; and often , wounded, and 


ſometimes murdered them, when the 
cup MNas at the mouth; from thence the 


exprefion I pledge you,” was intro- 


duced, that is. 2 5 5 pledged 


himſelf fer the ſafety of him who was 
at took the cup, 
pledged him- 

ſelf for his ſafety. This pt gs is Hill 
kept up, although refined in fome re- 
ſpects for the better in others for the 
werſe. It is a jull obſervation (it ts 


what every page of hiſtory confirms), 
that the manners of the people change 


equal to the date of the years. At the 
time of the above precedent, only the 
party's health, who guarded the drinker, 
was drank z—at this time the domeſtic 


table produces ſentiments of duty, re- 


ſpe&, and love, in conſequence of it; 


an the convimal aſſernbly . breathes 


ſentiments as do honour to the 


« 
, 
* 


* 


ji. DE INTRODUCTAON, | 
head and: heart of the company. Re- 

ſpects to the memory of departed heroes | . 
are not forgot, and living charadtery re- 
ceive from. it teſlimo nies of bes dba 
regard. 

Aichner, in Lapläulag the mean- 
ing of drinking after the manner of 
the Greeks, ſays, * That it Was their 
cuſtom, in their libations, firſt to name 

KG their friends in terms of eſteem and 

8 affection, and wiſhes for their proſ- 
„ perity.“ Every time they venerated 
the gods, or wiſhed bealth to their 
friends, it was in neat wine; nay, it 
was indiſpenſable in this religious ce- 
remony (for ſuch it was accounted) to 

drink wine, not only undiluted with 

water, but without any other of the mix- 
tures then uſed, as ſaffron, honey, &c. 

The Roman gallants uſed to take off 
as many glaſſes to their miſtreſſes as 
 therewereletters in their names; accord- 
ing to Marriat, who ſays, _ 


« Let fix full cups to Nævia's heatth go round, 
„ And fair Tuſtina's be with ſeven crown'd.”” 


1 The cuſtom of drinking to the health | le 
4 and proſperiry of our ſuperiors, or of th 

our equals, is to be traced 10 very re- th 
mote antiquity: * practice was in Pa 


wt 
a bs 


Patriot. 


tNTRODUCTION. rh 


vogue amotig the Grecians ſo early as 
Theſcus, in thoſe times which are diſ- 
tinguiſhed in hiſtory by the ſplendid ap 


pellation of the heroic ages, that is- 


many ages before the Chriſtian æra. 


Vas in this collection will be found 


applicable to every ſituation, and every 
circumſtance of life: and, indeed, no 
compliment will appear ſo ſtriking or 
re ſpectful. as that paid in the hour of 
receſs, when the ſpirits are enlivened 
by the cheerſul glaſs.— Thoſe toafts, 
vhich the bon ton obſerves as the reigniu 

ones, are temporary, and as changeable 
as the complexion of the celebrated 


beauties themſelves; and the parties 


not being popular, perbaps, beyond the 


capital, a further apology for their not 


being inſerted will be needleſs. —The 
fund which is ſubjoined is ample; and 
an addition of a few temporary ones, 
which the news of the day will poine 
out, will be found to be inexhauflible; 

Having thus far premiſed, the col- 
lection is to follow under two heads. 
the.one is the ſentiments of a man of 
the world, and the other, that of the 
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Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 


Loney ayes: Aha | ado, — — e 
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SENTIME NTAL TOASTS. 


JONOUR in the breaſt, but not the out- 
ward badge. 
May the wings. of extravagance be clipt by 
the ſheers of economy. 
Conſtancy in love, ſincerity in friendſhip. 


Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 
May our happineſs be lincere, and our joy 
laſting. 
The pleaſures of imagination. realized. 
Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 
Succels to the lover, honour to the brave, 
_ Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave. 
May our conſcience be ſound although our 
fortune be rotten. : | 
May temptation never conquer virtue. 
May ability for doing good be equalled, by 
_ inclination. 
May we be beloved by thoſe whom we love. 
May v.e never ſwear a tradeſman out of his 
dues, nor a credulous girl out of her virtue, 
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nE TOAST-MASTER., — 
The friend we love, and the woman we dare 
truſt. 
Gaiety and innocence. | 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and WAY to our taſte. 
May the evening's diverſion bear the morning 's 
reflection. | 
May genius and merit never want a friend. 
Days of eaſe and nights of pleaſure. 


Life, love, and liberty. 


Frugality without meanneſs. 
May fortune be always the attendant on virtue, 
1 that pleaſe on reflection. 
As time and circumſtance agree, 
So may our wiſh and conduct be. 
May we have in our arms what we love i in our 
hearts. 
Love without fear, 45 life without care. 


| Good luck till we are tired of it. 


May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs. , 

May the friends of our youth, De the compa- 
nions of our age. 

Delicate pleaſures to fi uſceptible CY 

May reaſon be the pilot, when . blows 
the gale. 

May we never ſee an old friend with a new face. 

Friendſhip without intereſt. | 

The life we love, 'with thoſe we love. 

Love and friendſhip. | 

May the — be married; and the ar 
happy. 

Dilintercſted —_— and artleſs love. 

£ X 8 The 
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3 THE TOAST-MASTER. 
The hand that gives, and the heart that Gs 5 
ves. ä 

A fi of happineſs, and death of pleaſure. 
The roſe of pleaſure, without the thorn... 
Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth without noiſe. 
A halter to them that deſerve it. 

May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, when 

engaged under the banner of juſtice. 

May we be always able to reſiſt the aſlaults a« 


. proſperity and adverſity. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. | 
Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep i it, 
Way we never f peak to e. nor liſten to 


betray. 

All that gives you pleaſure, | 
Health, love, and ready-rhino, 
To every friend that you and I know. 


i 


Independency, and a genteel ſufficiency. 


May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom 
we kiſs. 

Love for love. - 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 

_ friends to nothing but merit. 

May we, as Chriſtians, be zealous, withont 

uncharitableneſs; as ſubjects, loyal, with- 
out ſervility; and, as citizens, free, with- 
cCut faction. 

May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen 

by birth, deſerve it by their lives. 

Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, 


And life to him that has courage to loſe it. 
* wy | May 
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THE TOAST-MASTER. 9 
May thoſe who love truly, be always believed. 


And thoſe who'd deceive Ws be always de- 


_ ceived. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

Peace and plenty. 

Plenty\to'a generous mind. 

Youth without folly,. and age without pain. 
Health, joy, and mutual love. 

Love to one, friendſhip to few, good-will to all. 


May we never know ſorrow — by name. 


Relief to all oppreſs d and diftreſs'd. 

A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 

Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoy ments to our 
wiſhes. 


The Four H's : 


Happy are we met, 
Happy have we been, 
Happy may we part, and 
Happy meet again. 


The Eight H's: A 


Handſome . 2 
Handſome Houſe, 
Health and Happineſs, _ 
Here, and Hereafter. 


Humility in proſperity, and fortitude in diſtreſs. 
May the brow of the brave never want a wreath 


of laurel. 
Inclination to confer, and gratitude to remem- | 
ber favours. 


Sincerity before marriage, and 13 er 
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10 THE TOAST-MASTER. 


May we be: as unwilling to give, as to receive 
an injury. 


Sprightlineſs in youth, ſtability 3 in manhood, 


and ſerenity in old age. 

May all honeit ſouls find a friend in 1 

The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 

May we be always able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, 
who, by a ſteady and uniform adherence to 
their duty, diſtinguiſh themſelves. 

More power to our friends, and more ſenſe to 
our enemies. 


More friends and Jeſs vie of them. 


May our beneyolence be only bounded by our 
fortune. 

May he tha: turns his back on his friend, fall 
into the hands of. his enemies 

All Fortune's daughters but the eldeſt. 

May he that. wants os always want 
friends. 

The man of pleaſure, whos is a: friend to virtae. 

Good wine, and good company, to the lovers 


of reaſonable enjoyment. 


Love without licentiouſneſs, and pleaſure with- 


out exceſs. 
May we never have cauſe to pat on mourni 
May the lamp of friendſhip be 
the oil of ſincerity. 
May the devil never pay viſits abroad, or re- 


ceive company at home. 


May the wings of harmony waft us home, mi 


you meet us there. 


All 
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THE TOAST-MASTER. II 
All tales but tell-tales. 5 il 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
All that love can give, and Sabine e enjoy. 
Auer to lerve a friend, and honour to conceal 
it. 
A freehold in a — 55 land, untaxed and un- 
-mortgaged. 


A good horſe, a warm houſe, a ſnug eſtate, 


and a pretty wife, to every one that deſerves 
them. 

Health of body, peace of mind, a han at 
and a guinea. 

Every honeſt man his right, ane every rogue 
a halter. 

Every thing of fortune, but her inſtability. 

Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

London for trade, Oxford for wit, and the 
world for pretty women. 

No circle like the arms of an affectionate w ile. 

Love and opportunity. 


May our happineſs increaſe, till 3t cannot di- 


miniſh. 

May virtue be our armour, when wickedneſs 
is our aſſaſſin. 

May every honeſt man turn out a rogue. 

May our heart have for tenants, truth, candour, 
and benevolence. 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 

May the object of our heart be the companion 
of our lives. 


May the wings of liberty never want a ſeather. | 
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May we be happy when alone, and cheerful 
when in company. 

_—_ our joys with the fair give pleaſure to the 

cart, 

May our pleaſures by boundleſs, while we have 

time to enjoy them 

May the fair daughters of Britain be he" 
dent in beauty, virtue, and honour. 

May we never be influenced by nn, nor 
governed by intereſt. 

May a virtuaus offspring ſucceed to mutual 
and honourable love. 

May we always be happy, and our enemies 

know it. 


May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt 


expreſſions. 

May 2 draw the curtain, and fnendhip the 
cor 

May mirth and fellowſhip be always in faſhion. 

May the bloſſoms of liberty never be blighted. 

May the power ever continue in the friends of 
England. 

May mutual love be attended with frequent 
repetition, and equal to our wiſhes. 

May the men leave roving, and women deceit. 

May health paint the cheek, and en, the 
heart. 

May ſucceſs and pleaſure ſtimulate and encou- 
age our labour and toll. 


| May the trials of love and friendſhip make us 


ever love and os. them. 
_— 
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May our wiſdom be perceptible more to others 
than ourſelves. 

May our pockets and deſires always agree at 
the ſight of an empty bowl. 

May our commands, and the landlord's com- 


never be injurious to either. 


pliance, n 


May thoſe who rob others of their pleaſure, | 


Be ſerved meaſure for meaſure. 


May we ever vindicate love and friendſhip. 


May our creditors and friends, remember the 
true cauſe for patience. 


| May our hopes and expectation, ſeldom fall 


ſhort of enjoyments. 
May the man we love be honeſt, and the land 


we live in free. 


May we always have a friend, and know his 


value. 


May they never want, who have (; TUX to ſpend. 


May he that made the Devil take us all. 


May we never want a friend, and a bottle to 


give him. 
May we never want a friend, when we have 


not a bottle to give him. 


May the friends we love be ſince re, an 4 the 2 5 


land we hve in free. 


* May we never taſte the apples of aflictian. 


May we pleaſe, and be pleaſed. 


Merit to gain a heart, and ſenſe to keep it. 


May we never deſire, what we cannot obtain. 


May we fly from the temptations we cannot 
. reſiſt, | 
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May we draw upon content, ſor the deficien- 


cies of fortune. 

May we learn to be frugal, before we are ob. 
liged to be ſo 

May the deſires of our hearts be virtuous, 1 
thoſe defires rratifed. 

May poverty always bc a day's march behind us. 
Long may we live, happy may we be, 
Bleſt with content, and from misfortunes free. 

May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friend= 


ſhip, crack a bottle with mirth, and ar Þ 


with the goddeſs Contentment. 

May we always forget when we forgive an 
injury. 

May we treat our fris ends with kindneſs, and 
our enemies with generoſity. 

May we never feel want, and never want filing; 


Sunſhine and good humour, all over the world. 


The beggar's bleſſing. 

May he who gives pleaſure never failto enjoy ir. 

May we never die the death of Saul. 

May we never ſee a friend in diſtreſs. 

The pleaſure of pleaſing. 

The agreeable rubs of life. 

The docks and yards that man the navy. 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good humour. 

The honeſt fellow that loves his bottle at night 
and his buſineſs in the morning. 

The cauſe of liberty throughout the world. 


Thoſe who love pleaſure, and contribute to it. 


The King to the laws, and the church to the bible. 
| The 
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May poverty never touch our pockets. 
May our friendſhip continue 4s long as the ſun. 
May induſtry meet its juſt reward. | 
Comfort to the afflicted mind. 
The beginning of our wiſhes, and the end of 

our hopes. 

The happy: welcome, and kind reception. 
May the regard we have for our own charac- 


ters deter us ſrom i injuring others. 
May our honourable purſuits be crowned with 


ſucceſs. 

May we lay up ſtore for winter, before we are 
too feeble to gather. 

Innocence to the riſing generation, and may a 
good conſcience be the companion of our 

lives. 


May we do as we would be done by. , 


May we do good every hour. 

And help dis poor when in our power. 

May ſincerity be the guide of all our words 
and actions. 

May we take reaſon and patience in the i ght 
hand, and hope in the left. 

May we drive deſpair away, and call reaſon 
for a companion. 


May morality ſerve our turn in proſperity. 


May we act with generoſity, and receive the 
applauſe it merits. 


May the purſe and the hand trees in that 
noble act charity 


May we not condemn others for what 1 is blame : 


able in ourſelves. 
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May e purſue integrity, truth, and virtue, to 
end of our lives. 

May we have enjoyments in our power, and be 
ſenſible of them, 


5 May we receive benefit ourſelves by inſtructing 


Others. 
May our happineſs be greatly increaſed, and 
the circle of our pleaſures enlarged, 
May juſtice, obedience, and love, be Rpt 
in all our actions. 
May we never repeat a favour conferred, or 
forget thoſe received. | 
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PATRIOTIC TOASTS. 
CHURCH and KING. | 
The Prince of Wales. 
'The Queen, and the reſt of the Royal F amily. 


The glorious. and immortal memory of 
William the Third. 


The conſtitution, according to the principles 


aſſerted at the revolution. 


The rights of the people. 


The Majeſty of the people, 
The Houſe oſ Brunſwick, and may thay never 


forget the principles which placed their 


family upon the throne of Great-Britain. 


May the example of the revolution, 1 


the neceſſity of another. 


Tho independent elgRors of e 
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The cauſe for which Hampden bled in the 
field, and Sydney on the ſcaffold. 5 

The friends o freedom, and may our liberties 

never be ſwallowed in the Pit. 

Lau rel-water to the ſecret enemies of our glo- 
rious conſtitution. 

May the names of Ruſſel and Cavendiſh be 
ever united in the defence of the liberties of 
their country. | 

Short parliaments, and unbiaſed freeholders. 

May it be the character of the Whigs, never 
to ſlacken their efforts in adverſity, nor to 
forget their principles in proſperity. 

The wooden walls of old England. 

May thoſe who ſtudy the freedom of others, 
never want it themſelves. 


May the true lovers of liberty in England. be 


for ever united in affection, as thay are in 
intereſt. a 

The ſteady friends of Britain. 

Confuſion to thoſe who barter the cauſe of delt 
country for oſtentation or ſordid gain 


The honeſt North-country-{mith, who eb 


to ſhoe for the man who voted againit his 


Country. : 
The honeſt patriot, and unbiaſſed Briton. 


The two ſtrangers at court. 


True heart, and ſound bottom. 
Safe arrival of our homeward and outward 


bound fleet. 
To Army, Navy, and Great-ritain, ; 


May 
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May England regain the dependencies ſhe has 
loft. 

A ſpeedy exportation to all the enemies of Bri- 
tain, without a draw-back. | , 
Short ſhoes, and long corns, to the enemies 

of Great-Britain. 

Honour and influence to the public ſpirited pa- 

trons of trade. 

Liberty, property, and no exciſe. 

May power ever continue in the friends of 
England, 

The friends of freedom. | 

May he, who has neither wife, miſtreſs, nor 
eſtate, in England, never have any ſhare in 
the government of it. 

May the friends of England ever have W 
to the throne. 

May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who 
attempt to diſunite the intereſt of our King 
and country, which are ever inſeperable. 

May we never ſeek applauſe ſrom party prin- 


| ciples, but always deſerxe it from public 


ſpirit. 
Good trade, and well paid. 
May every Britiſh officer poſſeſs Wolfe's con. 


duct and courage, but not meet with his fate. 


Confuſion to thoſe, who wearing the maſk of 


patriotiſm, pull it off and deſert the cauſe | 


of liberty in the day of trial. 
May the enemies of Great- Britian always want 
| beef and claret. w& 
Proſperity 
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Proſperity and ſucceis to thoſe who proſecute 
ſuch meaſures as have an evident tendency 
to ſecure and advance the intereſts of Great- 
Britain. 

May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to 
5 and defend our independency againſt 
the powerful attack of unbridled ampition. 

Thoſe upright patriots, who, in contempt of 
all * 5 conſiderations, have, with ſignal 
conſtancy, defended the rights and privi- 
leges of Britain. 

May hemp bind thoſe, whom honour cannot. 

A cobweb pair of breeches, a porcupine ſad- 
dle, a hard trotting horſe, and a long jour- 
ney to the enemies of Great-Britain. 

Addition to our trade, multiplication to our 
manufactories, ſubtraction to taxes, and re- 
duction to our uſeleſs penſions and places. 

Diſappointment to thoſe who form expectations 
of places and penſions on the ruin of their 

country. 

May we always be attached to thoſe who per- 
ſevere in generous endeavours to promote 
the welfare of their country. 


May all attempts to pervert and deſtroy our 


precious conſtitution be fruſtrated and void. 
May. the trade of this country increaſe, and be 
ſupported by unity, peace, and concord. 


May the enemies of Britain never eat the bread 


thereof, or if they do, be choaked by the 


firſt mor ſel. | 
Religio 1 
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% Rel gion without prieſtcraft, and politics with- 


out party. 

' Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of 
England. 

May the coward never wear a red coat, nor 

- the hypocnite a black one. 

May our ſtateſmen be vigilant, and our ſailors 
brave. 

M ay the Spaniards ever know Howe to con- 
quer. 

Our country, and may it continue to be the 
land of liberty to the end of the world. 

The true patriot, who dies with pleaſure for 
his country's good. 

May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us 
as ſtrut 1n foreign foppery, to the deſtruction 
of the trade and manufactures of England. 

May public ſpirit be ſupported by the conſti- 

tution, and the conſtitution be upheld by 
public ſpirit. 

May our laws guard our liberties, and never 
be deprav'd by oppreflion. 

May the road to | > aA be found by none 
but thoſe who deſerve 1t. 

The memory of our brave anceſtors who | 
brought about the revolution; and may a 
_ fimilar ſpirit actuate their deſcendants. 

A laſting peace, or an honourable war. 

Univerſal liberty to all mankind, and ſpirit to 
defend it. 
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